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We Proudly Announce the Birth of 


Devoted to the Sports of 


BOXING AND WRESTLING 


We invite you to become a Charter Subscriber 
—at a Reduced Rate—to Both these exciting publications. 


BOXING 


INTERNATIONAL 
ALL STAR WRESTLING 


EXCITING 
12 issus 5 
FOR ONLY 


A $1.00 Saving over 
the newsstand price 


Our staff of top writers, photog- 
raphers and artists prepare a 
delightful blend of the old and 
the new to suit your individual 
taste. No other magazine can 
approach 


BOXING 


INTERNATIONAL 
ALL STAR WRESTLING 


in world-wide coverage and in- 
side stories. And don't forget 
our fabulous illustrations which 
accompany every story. That's 
not all. You will also find a 
classic FULL-COLOR Pin-Up іп 
every issue. 

As for ratings, BOXING INTER- 
NATIONAL is No. 1. We rate 
50 fighters in each major weight 
division (440 in all), and we 
do it with a new, exclusive, 
numerical system. Of course we 
haven't forgotten the legions of 
enthusiastic wrestling fans. In 
BOXING INTERNATIONAL - ALL 
STAR WRESTLING they will find 
a wealth of feature articles 
guaranteed to satisfy even the 
most critical readers. 
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YOU WON'T WANT TO MISS a single copy of these action- 
packed magazines. But you know how frustrating it can be 
when your newsdealer tells you, “Sorry, we're all sold out.” 
So subscribe to BOTH publications—and avoid disappointment. 
You will get a total of 24 whopping issues covering every 
aspect of these colorful sports. Every copy will feel as crisp 
and fresh as it does when it comes off the presses—that's 
because we mail your magazines flat in a sturdy, weatherproof 
plastic bag. You will be proud to add both BOXING INTER- 
NATIONAL and WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED to your prized col- 
lection. So take advantage of this money-saving combination 
offer. Rush coupon with check or money order for $10—and 
start enjoying the fabulous stories we've got in store for you. 
Do it NOW—while you're still thinking about it. 
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Offer good їп U, S. and Canada only. Add $2 for 
delivery to all other countries. 
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EXCITING |, 
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FOR ONLY 


Here, at long last, is what 
wrestling fans the world over 
have been waiting for — A 
MONTHLY magazine devoted 
exclusively to wrestling. 


WRESTLING 


ILLUSTRATED 


will keep you up-to-date on mat 
results from all over the world. 
It will have an intriguing fan 
club section in which you can 
participate. And its stories and 
pictures will fascinate you. We 
will take you behind the scenes, 
into the dressing rooms and 
into the stars’ personal lives. 
But that’s not all. Every issue 
of WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED 
will have а giant-size Pin-Up 
picture in FULL-COLOR. The 
Pin-Up alone is worth the price 
of the entire isue. Remember, 
WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED is 
the only magazine designed 
specifically for you—the wres- 
tling fan. 

So subscribe now! 
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THESZ NAMES 
THE MAN 
WHO WILL 
PROBABLY 
WIN HIS TITLE 


The thought of losing 
never entered 

Lou Thesz’ mind until we 
asked him point-blank, 
"Lou, who has the best 
chance of beating you?" 


By BILL HENDRICKSON 


ONE NIGHT last April, in Hous- 
ton, Texas, a big, tough-looking 
man with a nose that had been 
mashed by a thousand punches, 
and a mangled left ear that ad- 
vertised his profession as if it 
were an electric sign, dropped his 
exhausted body down on a leather- 
covered table and started to wipe 
the sweat from his face. 

Lou Thesz stretched his 6 foot 
8 inches out on the table and 
closed his eyes. “I try to relax 
for about 15 minutes after I leave 
the ring,” he told me. 

The man who is recognized as 
the world’s heavyweight wrestling 
champion by the National Wres- 
tling Alliance, and thus across 
more square miles than any other 
title claimant, took his 15 min- 
utes of relaxing—maybe a little 
more—then stripped naked and 
walked into the shower, just as 
he had done in a hundred dif- 
ferent arenas and stadiums in the 
previous three months. 

As the water splashed over his 
hard body, he yelled out to me, 
“Say, young fella, do you like 
Hungarian food?" I said I did 
and Thesz smiled happily as he 
soaped his armpits. “Good,” Lou 
said. “I know a little place down- 
town that will cook us a special 
Hungarian meal. About 15 dif- 
ferent courses—one better than 


the other.” 
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Karl Gotch, whom Lou 
calls “Һе finest 
scientific wrestler 

іп the world," Is a 
throwback to the days 
of Jim Londos and 
“Strangler” Lewis. 
Thesz considers Karl's 
suplex hold one of 
wrestling's most 
effective weapons. 


Thesz knows “а little Hungar- 
ian place" in just about every 
city in the U. S. When he invites 
a man out to eat with him in one 
of those places, you can be sure 
that he either likes the man—or 
that he wants something from 
him. It is Thesz' way of saying, 
“We're pals.” 

Thesz wanted something from 
me. He wanted me to help squash 
some of the “fiction” written 


about him in recent years. “1 
want to set the record straight 
once and for all,” he said. 

We took a taxi to the little 
restaurant and the owner, a short 
man with a bald head, rushed out 
and threw his arms around Thesz. 
Lou picked him up as if he were 
a bag of pop corn and then set 
him down gently and hugged him, 
They jabbered for a while in Hun- 
garlan and then the little man 


а 
бепе кіпізкі Is anie 1 | 
Lou Is still Rongi a Hen 


he deserves for 


said, in English, *Lou, I cook you 
and your friend best meal you 
ever had." 

The little man was so proud to 
be visited by the great champion 
that he locked the door of his 
restaurant and ordered the wom- 
an at the cash register to serve 
the people already in the place, 
but not to let anybody else in, 

In about an hour, Thesz and I 
were alone, stuffing ourselves with 


БУ the credit 


Thesz, but 


Dan Hodge is a great 
former amateur cham- 
pion whom Thesz has 
wrestled several 
times. Says Lou, "Dan 
has blazing speed, 
courage, a fine 
knowledge of all 

the holds, and he 

has the strongest 
pair of hands in the 
business.” 


elegant dishes that only a Hun- 
garian can prepare. After we had 
consumed an incredible amount 
of food, Thesz leaned back in his 
chair with a contented smile 
creasing his hard face. 

“You know,” he said, “it’s been 
25 years since I first broke into 
this business, but I’ve never felt 
better in my life.” Then the smile 
left his face and he slammed his 
enormous hands down on his 


thighs. “Who am I kidding?" ће 
said. "I like to tell myself things 
like that, but who am I kidding? 
When you're 43 years old like T 
am, the bumps hurt more and the 
same guys you wrestled a year 
ago begin to look much bigger." 

Thesz seldom talks this way, 
He is usually the picture of con- 
fidence, and hops from Miami to 
Seattle don't bother him at all. 
He deplores wrestlers who bleach 
their hair blond, and he hates 
guys who act like sissies in the 
ring just to get laughs. He en- 
joys "stretching out guys who 
bring shame to my business." 

Lou Thesz is a giant among 
giants. Some wrestlers dislike 
him, perhaps because they're 
jealous. But there's not a mother's 
son who has wrestled for a living 
in the past quarter century who 
doesn't respect Lou Thesz and 
wish in his heart he could be half 
the man Lou is. Few men in the 
long, glittering history of this 
most ancient of sports have ever 
approached this man's reputation. 

“Гуе been champion since Jan- 
uary, 1968, when I licked Buddy 
Rogers in Toronto (see picture on 
cover)," Lou said. "I guess I've 
defended the title about 400 times 
since then, Name a wrestler, any 
wrestler, and chances are I gave 
him a shot at the title." 


I mentioned the name, Bruno 
Continued on Poge 60 


SOMETHING WAS wrong. Patrick Oulahan 
sensed it even before it braked his battered 
vegetable truck near the Downtown Recreation 
Center in Houston, Texas. Oulahan, a red-necked 
dirt farmer, had piled into his truck after a hard 
day’s work and bucketed 75 miles to see the Fri- 
day night wrestling matches, 

Pat had a special interest in tonight’s рго- 
gram: the card featured a man-girl tag team 
match—the newest rage in wrestling. That alone 
would have been worth the 150-mile round trip. 
But there was an added touch—lIrish against 
Latin. And like all patriotic sons of Erin, Oula- 
han wanted to be on hand to root the Irish team 
to victory. 

As he darted across the street and hurried 
toward the arena, though, he noticed an unusu- 
ally large crowd milling outside the box office. 
The sight gave him a twinge of apprehension. 

Searcely glancing at the big, colorful posters 
billing Irish Danny McShane and Bambi Ball vs. 
Torbellino Blanco and Rita Cortez, he shouldered 
his way through the throng and approached the 
ticket window. “One, please,” he said nervously. 
*Sorry,"the ticket-seller told him, ‘we're sold out.” 

Oulahan had somehow expected this, but he 
was stunned anyway. “There must be a seat 
somewhere!” he pleaded. The ticket-seller was 
frm: “Not a one in the house, old buddy.” “How 
about standin’ room?” Pat persisted. The man 
laughed, "Standin' room? If I get one more stan- 
dee in there they won't be able to breathe!" 

Shaking his head, Pat cursed softly to himself. 
“What lousy luck," he muttered, moving away 
from the window. A WRESTLING ILLUSTRAT- 
ED reporter who had overheard the conversa- 
tion stepped up to Pat and introduced himself. 
“Му date couldn't make it tonight,” he said, “апа 
I was just wondering what to do with the extra 


By BOB PRESCOTT 


The fans! sympath» 
les wero split right 
down the middle when 
their favorites came 
Into the ring—Rita 
Cortex and Torbellino 
Blanco (left) repre- 
senting Mexico and 
Bambi Ball and Danny 
McShane representing 
tho Irish. Their 

shouts of ‘Viva, Mex- 
ico!" and “Ир Irish!” 
drowned out the 
referees’ instructions. 


ticket. Would you like to have it?” 

. . . And that’s how Patrick Oulahan found 
himself at ringside on what turned out to be 
the happiest—and most exciting—night of his 
life. There was some disappointment, too, but 
We'll come to that later. 

A scowl crossed Pat's seamy face when Torbel- 
lino Blanco and Rita Cortez, both in dazzling 
costumes, erawled through the ropes and posed 
for photographers. “Huh!” he snorted, crossing 
his arms over his chest and sitting stiffly. 

But when Irish Danny McShane and redhaired 
Bambi Ball entered the ring, Pat was all smiles. 
“They make a fine-lookin’ pair," he observed. A 
rustle of activity at the other side of the ring 
caught his attention. He pointed to the man and 
woman who were climbing the stairs to the ring. 
“Who are they?" he asked. 

“That’s wrestler Maria DeLeon and announ- 
cer-wrestler Paul Boesch,” the reporter explained. 
“They're going to referee the match.” 

Oulahan grunted. “Why didn't they get some 
Irish referees?" he said suspiciously. 

His suspicions were unfounded, of course, but 
you couldn't convince him, “Least they could have 
done,” he insisted stubbornly, “was to get an 
Irishman instead of that guy Boesch . , .” 

"What's wrong with Boesch?" the reporter 
said. *He's one of the fairest men I know." 

“Mebbe so," Pat said doubtfully, “but this is 
an important match. We need all the breaks we 
can get." 

Oulahan was right in one respect—it was an 
important match. The full house attested to that. 
There had been other sellout crowds before, but 
nothing to compare with the intensity of this 
one. Both sides—Mexican „апі Texan—were 
evenly represented and emotions were running 
high. Continued 
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Unknown to Oulahan was the exchange that 
had taken place a week before between McShane 
and Torbellino. Danny, who had been making a 
hobby of snatching masks from his hooded op- 
ponents, met Blanco outside the arena and said, 
"I don't want to mention any names, but things 
аге getting pretty dull around here, What this 
town needs is a good old-fashioned Donnybrook 
like we used to have in the old country.” 

“You Irishmen,” Torbellino countered sarcas- 
tically іп Mexican-flavored English, “аге always 
bragging about what great he-men you are, Now 
іп Mexico , , .” 

"Mexico!" Danny blustered. “АП you do in 
Mexico is sleep. Why, my aunt could lick most 
of your Mexican wrestlers—includin' you!” 

"Your aunt would have more sense than to try 
it,” Blanco said heatedly. “But since you mention 
women, 1 have an idea, Rita Cortez, one of Mexi- 
co's finest girl wrestlers, is in town. I will ask 
her to join me against you and any Irish girl you 
want to name," 

MeShane's puckish face cracked in a grin. “It’s 
à deal," he chuckled, sticking out his hand, “I’ve 
got just the girl—Bambi Ball" McShane didn't 
know if Bambi would care for such a match. But 
when he asked her, she smiled sweetly and said: 
“Danny boy, that's the nicest proposal I've had 
since I came down from Boston." 

The match got a big play in the papers, Wrote 
one sportswriter; “Mexico, represented by its top 
male and female wrestlers, faces a threat from 


While McShane keeps Rita pinned over the ropes by 
tugging at her hair, Bambi takes full advantage of 
the situation with jolting chops to Cortez’ neck. 


America’s Irish grappling talent Friday night... 
and the result promises to be the biggest mat ex- 
plosion of the year.” 

The explosion started with Bambi and Rita 
crashing in mid-ring with such force that they 
were sent spinning to opposite ends of the ring. 
After that, there wasn’t a moment's letup as the 
girls hammered each other—and referee Paul 
Boesch. At one point, the action was so furious 
that Boesch himself was dumped. Bambi won 
the first fall and Rita surged back to even the 
score. 

It wasn't until the men started mixing it up 
with the girls, however, that the real excitement 
began. During one rare lull in the violence, Pat 


Rita got out of the fix by elbowing 
Danny in the belly. Then she stormed 
back at Ball, spinning her around and 
leaping on her back. In the background 
is Maria DeLeon, one of two referees. 


Oulahan gazed in wonder at Rita Cortez as Rita 
circled MeShane, Her black hair hung in wet 
ringlets over her face and Pat turned to his re- 
porter friend and said: "She looks very pretty 
when she's mad, Too bad she's not Irish." 

À moment later, Pat lunged from his seat as 
MeShane grabbed Rita by the hair and held her 
while Bambi Ball slugged her. ''Attaboy, Danny!” 
Pat shouted, “Don’t let her get away." She did— 
but Bambi stormed after her, whomped her to 
the canvas and got to work on Rita's left leg. 

As the match roared to a climax, the action 
erupted so swiftly that the spectators couldn't 
keep up with it, Finally, McShane ripped half of 
Blanco’s mask off and flipped him to the mat. But 
Torbellino bounced back, slugged Danny over the 
head and pinned him. 

It was all over and the Mexicans had won! Or 
had they? There was no confirmation from refer- 
ee Maria DeLeon. Maybe her back was turned 
and she hadn't seen the pin. At any rate, she 
didn't make a move to interfere, And McShane, 
with a quick assist from his partner, made 
his escape. 

Blanco thundered after him and Danny, finally 
eornered, covered up to avoid punishment, Now 
Bambi lunged at Torbellino from behind and, as 
the crowd stampeded, she yanked Blanco's leg 
from under him and he toppled to the canvas. 
Whereupon McShane quickly pounced on him for 
the pin, 

This time, Maria DeLeon was on her toes and 


“I'm gonna bust your leg, you Mexican Rita yells at the other referee, Paul 
hellcat,"" growls Bambi as the referee Boesch (off camera) to "stay out of 

stretches out a hand to see whether this" while she helps Torbellino throt- 
Rita's shoulders are touching the mat. tle Danny McShane from the sidelines. 


she promptly awarded the match to the Irish. 
Well, you should have heard the hullaballoo, The 
Mexican fans stamped and screamed their re- 
Sentment and fist-fights broke out all over the 
arena in one of the wildest free-for-alls ever seen. 

Torbellino and Rita were stunned by Maria’s 
decision, A moment before, they had been strut- 
ting around the ring, arms raised in vietory. They 
were certain that the last bit of action had been 
illegal and that they were the rightful winners. 

< Now they appealed to referee Boesch, But 
Boesch upheld DeLeon. Rita was apoplectic. “You 
can't do that to us!” she stormed. The protest got 
her nowhere. 

Pat Oulahan had sat quietly throughout the 
melee, When the fuss died down, he wiped the 
sweat from his neck and turned to the reporter. ~ 
“You know,” he commented, “I hate to say this, 
but I think that Mexican girl had a point...” He 
paused. Then he said: "Are you sure she's not 


9n 


Irish?” a 


It didn't seem possible that the action 
could get any wilder, but it did when the 
men took over after Rita evened the score 
by taking the second fall. First thing 
Danny went for was Torbollino's mask. 


"Hey, leggo of те!" yelps 
referee Boesch as the girls 
tackle him from both sides. 
But they refused and Paul 
had to fight his way free. 
Then Bambi pounced on Cor- 
tez to win the first fall. 


When Bambi roared in to 
help Danny rip off Blanco's 
mask, Torbellino flat- 
tened McShane and then 
turned on Ball for a 
hair-snatching session. 
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Referee Boesch strug- 
gles to get out from 
under after the girls 
downed him during a 
wild tussle. Maria 
Deleon darted in to 
pry Rita and Bambi 
apart but almost 

got dumped herself. 


As the action blazed to 

a climax, Danny suddenly 
flipped Blanco on his 

back and was all sot to 

pin him when Cortex 
stretched out her hand 

to clasp Torbellino's. 

What happened then led to 
one of the wildest mix- 

ups ever seen іп а ring. 


WHAT REALLY GOES ON 


JIN THOSE DRESSING ROOMS? 


If you had your choice of watching the matches 
from a ringside seat, or spending the evening 
with the wrestlers in the dressing room, which 
would you choose? Before you answer, read this... 


By JAMES LONGSTREET 


16 


OFFER THE average mat fan 
this choice: 1) You can watch the 
matches from a front row seat 
or, 2) You can spend the night 
with the wrestlers in their dress- 
ing room. 

Five will get you ten that the 
fan takes the dressing room. And 
Tor good reason. The average fan 
looks upon a wrestler's room as a 
place of intrigue, like the German 
Embassy in Lisbon during the 
war. He imagines all kinds of top 
secret things going on behind 
those locked doors,and what he 
wouldn't give to have a little hole 
eut in the wall where he could see 
and listen from an adjoining 
room without being detected. 

But if a person could spy on 
the wrestlers as they prepare 
themselves for combat, chances 
are he'd be terribly disappointed. 
Nothing very exciting goes on 
behind those guarded doors. In 
fact, most of the time, all you'd 
see is a group of rather large, 
tough-looking men sitting quietly 
in corners, as far away from each 
other as they can possibly get. 
They sit alone, plowing through 
their suitcases, trying to decide 
which color trunks to wear that 
night. The room is usually filled 
with stale cigar smoke because 
many wrestlers find solitude in 
puffing on a cigar. 

When they speak, it is almost 
always about what is going on in 
other parts of the country. A 
typical conversation goes some- 
thing like this: 

“Joe, you were іп Los Angeles 
the other night. Who did you 
wrestle?” 

“JT was in with Bob Ellis,” the 
other man answers, 

“How much did you draw?” 

“A pretty good house. About 
ten thousand dollars. But it could 


have been better.” 

“Ten thousand is not bad. Who 
you kiddin’? I think I'll try to get 
booked in Los Angeles myself next 
month,” 

Conversation in dressing rooms 
is ninety percent about the busi- 
ness itself, with men reporting to 
each other what’s going on in 
other territories. The other ten 
percent is about family life, 

Often times, the wives of wres- 
tlers become close friends, It is 
a natural thing when their hus- 
bands are wrestling for any 
length of time in the same area, 
and their trailers are parked in 
the same camp, But they live the 
lives of gypsies and friendships 
are broken up when they pull 
stakes and go their separate ways. 

“That’s one of the unpleasant 
things that goes with being mar- 
ried to a wrestler,” says pretty 
Mrs. Dickie Steinborn. “I make 
friends with the wife of another 
wrestler and then she moves 
away.” 

So it is understandable that if 
the wrestlers cross paths again 
Dickie will be ordered to inquire 
about his wife’s girl friend. This 
meeting is likely to take place in 
the dressing room, and Dick will 
follow his wife’s orders. Of 
course it may prove embarrassing 
if Dick should happen to be 
matched against the other hus- 
band, but he’ll get the informa- 
tion anyway. Wrestlers, big as 
they are, generally obey the “Lit- 
tle Woman." 

Another favorite dressing room 
topic these days is automobiles. 
Wrestlers treat their cars the way 
cowboys treat their horses be- 
cause they are dependent on them 
for their livelihood. 

The new rage is sports cars. 
Sweet Daddy Siki, who drives a 


Buddy Rogers puffs on cigar while talk- 
ing to Little Beaver in Montreal dress- 
Ing room. Standing, at Rogers’ right, 


Wilbur Snyder (right) plays cards to re- 
lax before a bout. Helping him ease the 


s 


а 
ча 


кар. 


Is “Rubberman" Johnny Walker. The easy 
Informality turns frigid when a disliked 
wrestler tries to enter the conversation. 


tension In Indianapolis dressing room Is 
man who refereed preliminaries that night, 


Mercedes convertible (cost, over 
$10,000), never stops raving 
about it. In a Toronto dressing 
room one night last July, Sweet 
Daddy’s own tag team partner, 
Duke Noble, got so sick of hearing 
Siki talk about his sleek conver- 
tible that he spilled a bucket of 
water over his head and yelled, 
“Now will you shut up!" But Siki 
just dried himself off and kept 
right on talking. 

Nothing peps-up the tempo of 
a dressing room more than midg- 
ets. The little fellows bounce 
around like balls, and they’re full 
of tricks. One night in Detroit, 
Little Bernie Burke shipped a live 
frog into Yukon Егіс” size 14 
shoes. When Eric pulled on that 
enormous boot and felt this slimy 
thing, he let out a roar and yank- 
ed off the shoe, Carefully he put 
his hand inside and took out the 
frog, which had been slightly 
squashed. 

Eric, normally a quiet, easy- 
going man, became enraged, His 
face flushed a tomato red and he 
roared, “Who did this?" The 
other wrestlers in the room burst 
into laughter at the sight of this 
tremendous man holding the frog 
in опе, hand and the shoe in the 
other. Little Bernie Burke, mean- 
while, had climbed into a metal 
locker and closed the door. 

It was the late Larry Chene 
who gave Bernie away. He held 
his finger to his lips for silence 
and then pointed to the locker. 
Eric ran over and ripped the door 
off its hinges. He found Burke 
pressed against the locker’s rear 
wall. 

“Why you little...” Eric growl- 
ed as he made a grab for the 
frightened midget. But Bernie 
was much too fast. He simply ran 
right between Eric’s legs, which 
must have looked like bridge 
abutments to him, and scampered 
out of the dressing room. After 
his match that night, Burke wait- 
ed until Eric had left the arena 
before he dared return to shower 
and dress. 

An arena with only one dress- 
ing room is a big source of em- 
barrassment to the boys. Fans 
become very suspicious when they 
see wrestlers who are mat^hed 
against each other stroll into the 
same room and close the door 
behind them. This suspicion is 


justified. However, it isn't what 
it seems, and the wrestlers them- 
selves are appalled by it. 

Bob Ellis explained, “If I know 
there is only one dressing room in 
an arena, 1 will not accept a 
booking there because I don’t 
want my fans to have any basis 
for suspecting that I’m doing 
anything wrong. I don’t ever want 
to put myself in a position where 
somebody who respects me will 
have the slightest reason to doubt 
my integrity.” 

But where there is only one 
dressing room available, the wres- 
lers must live with it, They do 
the best they can. 

Johnny Valentine was faced 
with this problem in a small Ohio 
town one night and went to great 
length to find a solution. When 
he arrived at Masonic Hall to 
wrestle Little Boy Blue he be- 
came ineensed when he learned 
the building had only one dressing 
room. 

Valentine hated Little Boy 
Blue, a feeling that stemmed from 
an incident in a bout they had 
had four months earlier when 
Blue almost broke Johnny’s, neck 
with a Pile-Driver. 

“Tt wasn’t the fact that he used 
a Pile-Driver on me,” Valentine 
recalled. “It’s a legitimate hold. 
I used it many times myself. But 
I never used it on a man who was 
unable to defend himself. Hell, 
that’s like throwing a seasick man 
overboard. 

“Т had missed a flying tackle 
and wound up with my head 
cracking against the cement floor 
under the ring. I was really hurt. 
I didn’t know where I was, But 
somehow I managed to stagger 
back into the ring before the 
referee could count me out. ГЇЇ 
admit that a wrestler must pro- 
tect himself at all times. If he 
can’t, he has no business being in 
the ring. But in cases like that, a 
decent man makes certain allow- 
ances. Little Boy Blue made no 
allowances. He grabbed me and 
gave me the Pile-Driver. I 
thought I was dead,” 

Valentine was eager to get his 
big mitts on Blue, but he refused 
to share a dressing room with 
him, So Johnny went to the near- 
est store and bought some brown 
wrapping paper and a roll of 
Scotch tape, He returned to his 
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Midgets liven up the dressing room atmosphere with thelr hilarious pranks, Above, 
Tom Thumb stands at left while Pee Wee James sits end-to-end with Crusher Lisowskl. 


The dressing room is often a place of respite after a bitter night's work. Here, 
Dory Funk, his face covered with blood, explains grueling match with "Ripper" Leone. 


car and used the paper and tape 
to cover all the windows. “I made 
my own dressing room,” Johnny 
recalled proudly. ; 

Changing into his working 
clothes in such cramped quarters 
was admittedly a hard job. “I’m 
a pretty big man,” he said with a 
grin, “and I felt like a pretzel 
when I tried to take my pants 
off.” 

Valentine nearly killed Little 
Boy Blue that night and after the 
match was over he went back to 
his car and drove back to where 
he was staying, 50 miles away, 
still wearing his wrestling tights. 
“Tt was a warm night,” he said. 
“T felt fine and I took my shower 
at the hotel.” 

The dressing room can be an 
awfully chilly place when a dis- 
liked wrestler tries to start a con- 
versation. The other wrestlers 
either give him the silent treat- 
ment or leave him isolated like a 
leper. 

Sam Muchnick, president of the 
National Wrestling Alliance, be- 
lieves that every arena should 
make at least four dressing rooms 
available for the average wres- 
tling show. The average show, 
according to Muchnick, “has five 
bouts—or ten wrestlers. This is 
assuming there are no tag team 
bouts. A wrestler, like any other 
athlete, should have a certain 
amount of privacy while he pre- 


‘pares himself to go before the 


public. Even two dressing rooms 
are hardly sufficient. Sam stressed 
this point by repeating it. “But,” 
he added, “опе dressing room is 
impossible.” 

Buddy Rogers used to stroll 
around dressing rooms stark 
naked. But he did wear one ob- 
ject other than his “birthday” 
suit: a cigar sticking out of his 
mouth. Red Bastien is another of 
the “stark naked set.” Said Red, 
with a straight face, “I believe 
that clothes hinder a body from 
breathing. If I had my way, we'd 
be a nation of nudists." 

Kiler Kowalski likes to play 
cards in the dressing room. “It 
relaxes me before I go out to per- 
form in front of all those ani- 
mals,” he grunted. “Апа besides, 
I win good money at it." 

Antonino Rocca enjoys a game 
of chess before going into the 
ring. But very few other wres- 

Continued on Page 62 
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But if you have the physical 
qualifications, and you’re 

really sincere about giving it a try, 
follow these simple instructions... 


"АН By DONALD KELLY 


THE LETTER was one of many 
received in our editorial offices. It 
is the kind of pleading letter that 
never stops crossing the desks of 
sports editors. Generally, it goes 
something like this; 

1 want to be a professional 
wrestler. I am strong and weigh 
200 pounds. I am six feet tall and 
only 18 years old. My friends tell 
me that I can be a world’s cham- 
pion. I am a great wrestling fan 
and I go to all the matches I can 
get to. My favorite wrestler is — 
——. I am willing to work very 
hard learning and training. 
Please tell me how to get started. 
Are there any wrestling schools 
I can go to? 

The letter drips confidence and 
the editor who takes the time to 
read it can't help but be impress- 
ed. He would like to help the boy. 
But he knows that breaking into 
professional wrestling is more 
difficult than getting started in 
any other sport. 

First of all there are no 
schools where one can go to learn 
the complicated art. Thus one 
must begin as an amateur. Usu- 
ally, the local YMCA can be of 
service. Most of them have wres- 
tling programs—but strictly on 
an amateur level. Here a boy can 
learn the basic holds and get “‘the 
feel of the mat.” Here he can find 
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Great promoters 
like Sam Much- 
nick (left) of 

St. Louls and 
Vince McMahon of 
Washington, D. C., 
aro always eager 
to help qualified 
youngsters to 
break Into wres- 
tling. "It Is to 

our advantage,"' 
says McMahon. 
"There Is always 
the possibility 
that I'll find | 
another Bruno Sam- 
martino." Much- 
nick, who has 
started several 
young men on 
thelr way to star- 
dom In the last 25 
years, says, "I've 
never turned away 
а young man who 
sought my help. 
And 1 never will,” 


out for himself whether he has 
the strength and courage to rise 
from the brink of defeat and go 
on to win. 

But we're getting ahead of our- 
selves. Before a young man can 
even consider professional wres- 
tling as a means of livelihood he 
must have certain basic qualifica- 
tions. If he is 18 years old and 
weighs less than 210 pounds, he 
should forget it then and there 
because, unfortunately, there is 
no place in professional wrestling 
for normal-sized men. Speed and 
skill alone mean little in this 
business. People, for some strange 
reason, will not pay to see a con- 
test of pure skill between 200- 
pound “lightweights.”’ 

Let us assume, for the purposes 
of this article, that our eager man 
hits the scales at 210, and that he 
is still growing! Let's say he's 
over six feet and can lift 300 
pounds over his head without bat- 
ting an eye. Now we have the raw 
material to work with. Let us also 
assume that he wants more than 
anything else in the world to be- 
come a professional wrestler, and 
that he has watched at least 500 
professional matches in his young 
life. He is really full of fire and 
“Gung-Ho” about breaking into 
the business. What does he do 
now? Where does he begin? 


First, he should check with the 


nearest YMCA to find out 
whether they have an amateur 
wrestling program. If they do, 
he should join immediately. Here 
he can learn the holds, timing and 
how it feels to have his arm 
twisted behind his back in a 
hammerlock, He can judge for 
himself whether he can bear the 
terrible pain. 

He should stick to amateur 
wrestling for at least six months. 
Satisfied that he has what it takes 
to go further, he should arrange 
a meeting with the nearest pro- 
fessional wrestling promoter. 
This is not hard to do as you may 
think, because promoters are al- 
ways eager to "discover" new 
talent, particularly a local boy 
who will attract the hometown 
fans, 

If the young man succeeds in 
selling himself to the promoter, 
chances are that he will be placed 
under the’ personal care of an 
experienced wrestler who is capa- 
ble of teaching. The young man 
will be introduced to other wres- 
tlers. He will travel with them to 
give him the “feel” of the busi- 
ness. He will also undergo a rigid 
training program, carefully 
supervised by his teacher. Day 
after day, he will strain his body 
in the gymnasium until he won- 


ders whether being a wrestler is 
worth all the torture. He'll con- 
sider chucking the whole thing 
and walking out, But he'll keep 
on struggling with the weights 
and doing push-ups until his arms 
feel as if they're falling off, 
The training routine is made 
terribly rugged for several good 
reasons, but the main one is to 
determine if the young man has 
the stamina and determination to 
stick with it. These are qualities 
Which every successful wrestler 
must have, and what better time 
to find out if a man has it than 
when he's just beginning? 
During this training period, 
the young man will be taught var- 
ious holds and maneuvers, He'll be 
amazed at the difference between 
professional wrestling and that 
“kid stuff" they taught him at the 
YMCA, But what he learned at 
the “Y” is invaluable to him, even 
though he may not realize it now. 


Actually, the holds used in ama- 
teur wrestling are the basic holds. 
The professionals simply vary 
them to liven their performances. 
Of course many professional 
holds could never be used by ama- 
teurs, They are difficult weapons 
to master, and here the young stu- 
dent must work particularly hard. 

Take the drop-kick, for in- 
stance, It looks easy when Pat 
O’Connor does it, but try it your- 
self sometime. It’s not too difficult 
to get your body up there. It’s the 
coming down part that risks life 
and limb. But, just as in any 
other profession, there are ways 
of doing things. These are called 
“Tricks of the Trade.” There are 
set ways to come down without 
injury after delivering a drop- 
kick, but it takes careful teach- 
ing under a coach who knows 
what he’s doing, and constant 
practice, 

When the promoter believes the 


young man is ready for his first 
bout, he will carefully select an 
opponent and, with a pat on the 
back and an encouraging, “Good 
luck, воп,” send him on his way. 

The rest is up to the young man 
himself. He must never stop 
learning, never stop training, to 
keep his body in perfect condi- 
tion. And he must always keep 
saying to himself, “I'm the best 
wrestler in the world, Someday 
I'll be champion." 

If you intend to follow the 
course outlined here, never for- 
get that Lou Thesz, Bruno Sam- 
martino, Verne Gagne and every 
other great star had to struggle 
at the beginning. When they be- 
gan their careers they knew no- 
thing about wrestling, and they 
knew less about what the future 
held for them. If they did it, YOU 
can do it. And remember, there's 
a pot of gold waiting for you at 
the end of the rainbow. п 


h his first championship belt (Jr. Heavywelght Title) in 1950. 

k glasses) presents Verne Gagne (right) witi 

pod ia iie og as blindness ended his career, helped Gagne get started, as did Sam Muchnick (at LeRoy's left). 
ебиігк, 


21 


Left: Toni Rose (23) and Moolah 
(6), who had defected to 

the Senafors, chew out The 
Clawman, Garibaldi's catcher. 
The Clawman didn't know what 
they were ranting about but 

he wisely kept his mouth shut. 
Below: Moolah and Toni (the 
traitors) pose with the Sena- 
tors (left photo). At the 

right, oozing confidence, is 
Leo's team. Rear: Tiger Con- 
way, Pau! Jones, Ramon and AI 
Torres, Duke Keomuka, Jerry 
Miller and Leo. Front row: 
Princess Little Cloud, Um- 

pire Al Acker and Judy Grable. 


DISCH FIELD DISASTER 
GRAPPLERS (1) SENATORS (3) 
h 


ab.r.h.rbi ab.r.h.rbi 
A. Torres p 0000 Кох, cf 2000 
R. Torres ct 0000 lucas, 1b 2000 
Keomuka if 1000 Rose 55 1000 
Conway rf 1000 Morgan с 1010 
Grable 2b 0000 Moolah 2b 1000 
Clawmanc 1000 Bales ЗЬ 1000 
P. Jones 3b 1000 Galain p 1010 
Miller 1b 10005. Jones pr 1211 
Little Cloudss 11110, Jones If 1000 
Totals 6111 Horr d 1111 
| Totals 12342 
| GRAPPLERS 0 1-1 
SENATORS 0 3-3: 
* Game called after second inning due to 
impending riot 


E—Toa many to count, ОР You kidding? 
LOB—Grapplors 3, Senators 0, 38—Ge 
loin. HR—Herr, S. Jones, Princess Little 
1 Cloud. SB—A. Torres, R. Torres. S—No 


one sacrificed more than Umpire Al 
Acker. 


Call it what you will. But for sheer 


showmanship, 
Leo Garibaldi an 
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In a surprise 
move, Senator 
batboy Steven 
Jones was sent 
in to pinch-run 
from third base. 
He amazed 
everybody by 
stealing home! 


The fans roared when Garibaldi (white shirt) and Umpire Al Acker 
(photos, opposite page) exchanged ple-in-the-face. But what they 
didn't know was that part of the routine was not In the script. 


By MIKE GLOVER 


AFTER IT WAS all over on that 
“Black Thursday" of August 20, 
1964, the dazed people of Austin, 
Texas, called it “The Great Disch 
Field Massacre." It wasn't really 
a massacre, of course, but you 


know how Texans exaggerate, 
What they should have called it 
was "The Great Disch Field 


Farce," because it set the game 
of baseball back at least 100 
years. 

The farce started with a rol- 
licking dispute over a community 
parking lot. Now this is no ord- 
inary parking lot. At least, not 
any more. It borders Disch Field, 
home of the Austin Senators in 
the Texas League, It also is just 
a fly ball away from City Coli- 


seum, See next page 
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What's going on 
here? Із Leo 
slipping the um- 
pire some bribe 
money? It’s true 
—and right In 
the open, tool 
Garlbaldi didn't 
overlook anything 
In his driving am- 
bition to win. 


THE ВАШ | 


Judy Grable was 
called in to 
pitch when the 
Senators got to 
Al Torres. Al 
was doing fine 
until he started 
to bust 

out laughing. 


While the Grap- 
plers fumbled 
his dribbler, 

Ron Herr ran 
around the bases 
In reverse or- 
der. Leo tack- 
led him as he 
headed home. 


Things were relatively quiet at 
the lot until wrestling promoter 
Leo Garibaldi began livening 
things up at the Coliseum. Then 
the jockeying for space became 
simply fierce, especially between 
"Garibaldi's Grapplers" and the 
Senators. 

The dispute is a comic-opera 
affair and there are many citizens 
of Austin who say that Leo, who 
is dumb like a fox, deliberately 
started the whole fuss with one 
eye on the box-office. Or, rather, 
box-offices—his own and the Sen- 
ators’. 

Why is Leo concerned about 
the Senators’ box-office? Well, 
that’s the kind of guy he is—he 
likes to see people make money. 
If some of it comes his way, why, 
fine and dandy. In this respect, 
Leo has a big heart. It’s so big 


that he even likes to see his ene- 
mies make money. And if you 
doubt it, he'll say: “Then why 
should I help the Senators—them 
bums?” 

Everybody in Austin knows 
what Garibaldi thinks of the Sen- 
ators. “Why,” he says, with the 
slightest trace of a wink, “they’ve 
been hoggin’ our parkin’ places 
all year long, And on top of that, 
they’re very disreputable char- 
acters—cheaters, in fact.” 

To appreciate this remark, you 
have to know the background of 
the rib-tickling flareup between 
his boys and the Senators, When 
Leo buzzed into Austin іп 1969 
after giving Tyler, Texas, an un- 
forgettable taste of his bizarre 
showmanship, he found wrestling 
in a state of rigor mortis. 

To a lively, fun-loving guy like 


Leo, who incidentally is a former 


junior heavyweight wrestling 
champion, this was appalling. 


What distressed him further was 
Austin’s half-hearted support of 
its own ball team. 

So Leo decided to change things 
in a hurry. Putting his fertile 
brain to work, he first tackled 
the wrestling situation. Before 
you could say “Bull Curry,” the 
fans were breaking down the 
doors to see his shows. 

Then, in the summer of 1963, 
he dreamed up a gimmick with 
a double punch—a baseball game 
between his boys and the Sena- 
tors. The Senators won, 9-1, but 
never heard the end of it. 

"It was awful" Leo moans. 
“They bribed the umpire, tripped 
our baserunners and even used 
a broom to hit a home run!” 


Everybody got Into the act In second base battle after Princess Little Cloud, а 
sure ouf, hurtled into the air and dropkicked Moolah, who was waiting to tag her. 


But the game lifted flagging 
interest at Disch Field and was 
the talk of Austin for months. It 
was only natural, then, that Gari- 
baldi should arrange a repeat in 
1964. 

He billed it a “Baseball Bo- 
nanza Plus a Giant Outdoor Wres- 
tling Card—2 Events for the 
Price of 1—a Sports Bargain,” 
And the fans responded as if he 
were giving away a herd of prize 
cattle. 

A week before the big bash, he 
told a reporter: "We'll fix those 
Senators this year. I've got just 
the thing to throw them off bal- 
ance—an all-girl infield.” 

He winked. “Сап you imagine 
Princess Little Cloud at first, 
Fabulous Moolah at second, Judy 
Grable at short and Toni Rose at 
third?” 


A deep-throated chuckle and 
then: “The Senators will be so 
busy starin’ at these beautiful 
dolls that our batters will run 
right past them!” 

To drum up interest in the 
“Bonanza,” Leo and his grapplers 
picketed the ballpark with signs 
proclaiming "doomsday" for the 
“sad-sack Senators.” 

He was picketing alone one 
afternoon when some Senators 
captured him and held him for 
ransom, Leo bought his freedom 
by agreeing to give up his park- 
ing privileges. 

It was just a ruse, of course, 
because Leo doesn’t give up that 
easily, The experience taught him 
a lesson, however: “Never trust a 
Senator.” 

In considering his lineup, he 
weeded out everybody who lacked 
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game was just 


d Grable 
Cloud (loft) are) and 


Referee McShane, who 
had been getting too 
many whacks іо the 
head, ducks as 

Judy and Little 
Cloud (off camera) 
use Toni Rose 

as a БаНегіпд ram 
against Moolah, 
Judy and Princess 
kept yelling, 
"Traitors!" as 

they pummeled 

their opponents. 
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baseball experience, Tito Carreon, 
who had drawn all the baseball 
cartoons for Leo’s lively program, 


“Garibaldi’s Grappler,” pleaded 
for a chance to play. But Leo told 
him: “Look, Tito, you’re a great 
wrestler, but I’ve got to think of 
the broad picture.” 

Tito couldn’t see the broad pic- 
ture and went into a sulk. So did 
Bull Curry when Garibaldi turned 
him down for a similar reason. 
They pestered him so much that 
he finally “traded” them to an- 
other promoter, That’s how Leo 
got Toni Rose and Judy Grable. 
Bull Curry was heart-broken. “ГЇЇ 
remember you for this, Leo,” he 
said before he left. 

But Garibaldi was too busy 
arranging his lineup to be both- 
ered by threats, It was a power- 
ful team and Leo, thirsting for 
revenge, approached the big night 
with supreme confidence, He 
didn’t know what he was in for— 
treachery, betrayal and heayen’s 
knows what else. 

By 6:25 P.M., almost two hours 
before game time, the ballpark 
was nearly filled, Outside, a shrill- 
voiced hawker was yelling: “Get 


yer programs .. . big baseball ex- 
travaganza ... Garibaldi's Grap- 


plers versus the puny Senators. " 

At home plate, Karl (Killer) 
Kox, his walnut-shaped head 
gleaming in the fading light, was 
getting in some batting practice. 


While Ramon Torres 
and Killer Kox are 
"engaged" elsewhere, 
Al Torres struggles 

fo pull off The Claw- 
man's mask. He al- 
most did, foo, but 

The Clawman escaped 
by flipping Al. 


“This ballpark isn’t big enough 
for me,” he bragged. 

The pitcher tossed a fat one 
across the plate and Kox swung 
with all his might. Crack! The 
ball shot into the air and disap- 
peared. 

“He hit it eight miles!” some- 
body shouted. 

“Yeah,” came another voice. 
"Four miles up and four down.” 

Killer Kox, notorious wildman 
of the ring, had popped out. 

“Баһ!” he growled and stomp- 
ed to the dugout. 

Down the third base line, Gari- 
baldi chuckled: “I guess we've 
finally found something that big 
lummox can’t buffalo, That little 
old ball has the Indian sign on 
Karl.” 

Leo turned suddenly and ex- 
cused himself. "Gotta run," he 
said, explaining: “I just found 
out that Duke Keomuka, our left 
fielder, never played ball in his 
life, The big bum lied to me!” 

When Garibaldi returned, he 


Much of the action in the men's tag team match 
spilled onto the Infield. Here, Ramon Torres 
clobbers The Clawman with a chair to get him 
off brother Alberto's back. Meanwhile, Killer 
Karl Кох moves іп from right to пай Al. 


got another jolt: Moolah told him 
that she and Toni Rose—as well 
as Killer Kox—had defected to 
the Senators. 
“What!” Leo bellowed. It was 
a heart-wrenching moment. His 
own people—running out on him. 
And what’s more, spilling all his 
signals and secret plays to the 
enemy. It took him a while to 
calm down. Then he said: “We'll 
beat them bums anyway.” But he 
didn’t sound too confident. 
Garibaldi’s insecure feeling 
lasted exactly five seconds. He 
decided to retaliate by bribing 
umpire Al Acker. The only trou- 
ble was, Acker had never forgiven 
Leo for shoving a pie into his 
face at the 1963 game. Garibaldi 
had to slip him a wad of twenty- 
dollar bills to win him over. 
Acker was so delighted that he 
even went through the pie-in-the- 
face routine again. But with this 
difference: he gave Leo the same 
treatment, What could Leo do? 
He was surrounded by ingrates, 
Continued on Page 58 
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Remember Mr. America 
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Johnny Valentine looks on as Stanlee (left) acknowledges crowd's applause. Photo was taken at peak of Gene's final comeback. 


In his heyday, ‘The 
Golden Apollo’ earned 
enough money fo start 
his own mint. Fans 
crushed each other to 
see him and at one time 
he drew a whopping 
gate of $150,000. What 
ever happened to him? 
Here's the astonishing 
story of a man who 
views life as one big 
pinwheel of adventure. 


GETTING TO Gene Stanlee's 
place in Hollywood, Calif., is an 
easy matter. You just hop into a 
cab and tell the driver, "Stanlee's 
place, please." And that's it. The 
driver doesn't ask, "Who?" or 
give you a blank stare. Before 
you can give him the address, he 
says, i smartly, starts 
up his engine—and away you go. 

It is a tribute to Gene’s mag- 
netic personality that, though he 
has been out of the limelight for 
about five years, his name still 
sparks instant recognition in a 
blasé community long haunted by 


the shadows of forgotten celebri- 
ties. ; 

Stanlee was waiting outside as 
the cab drew up—a lithe, muscu- 
lar man whose broad shoulders 
strained the seams of his gold 
sports shirt. Grasping his hand, 
we hurriedly studied him for 
signs of change since we'd last 
seen him in New York. 

The former Mr. America had 
silvery-gray sideburns and a lean- 
er physique. But otherwise he 
looked just like the blue-eyed, 
bronze-skinned mat idol who had 
driven the women wild in the 40's 


– бепе Stanlee? 


and 50’s when he was lionized as 
“The Body” and The Golden 
Apollo.” 

"It's amazing," we said. “How 
do you manage to keep looking so 
young?” 

"It's a secret,” he said, with a 
radiant smile. *But more about 
that later. Come on in—you’re just 
in time for lunch and I’ve got a 
little surprise for you.” 

He led the way to a dining al- 
cove and pointed to a table that 
was bare except for a huge bowl 
of fruit and raw vegetables cen- 
tered on a blue (his favorite 


color) tablecloth. “That’s lunch,” 
he said. 
“That’s lunch? we repeated. 


Undaunted by a crippling childhood ac- 
cident, Gene worked hard fo develop the 
body that won the “Мг. America" title. 


He nodded. “Best thing in the 
world for you. Apples, pears, ap- 
ricots, plums, peaches . .. They're 
the secret of my health . . .” 

He looked up quickly. “Of 
course, if you'd rather have meat 
and potatoes and all that kind of 
junk, why...” 

“Wouldnt think of it!” we 
said, accepting the Delicious ap- 
ple he handed us and crunching 
into it. “But how long have you 
been on this fruit kick?" 

“Oh, quite some time now. In 
fact, it goes away back to the 
days before I even got into wres- 
tling. During all that time, I ex- 
perimented with all sorts of 'nat- 
ural’ diets...” 

Gene then launched into a 
lengthy recital about the evils of 
American eating habits. “Тһе 
body," he said, “сап take a great 
amount of punishment, but there’s 
a day of reckoning. 

“Just look at what the average 
person eats and drinks—carbon- 
ated beverages, coffee, cakes, pies, 
candy, ice cream, bread, eggs... 
terrible stuff. And meat —" Не 
threw up his hands. “I wouldn’t 
give meat to my worst enemy. It’s 
got all kinds of poisons in it.” 

Gene feels the same way about 
liquor and tobacco. “How does 
anybody expect to be healthy af- 
ter consuming all that garbage?” 
he said. “It’s impossible. If every- 
body were to eat fruit, raw nuts 
and vegetables, our hospitals 
would be empty.” 

It was a sobering thought. 
“But it'll never happen,” we said. 

“Of course hot," he replied 
quickly. “And I know just what 
you were going to say. Even if 
people wanted to change, there’d 
be a terrific howl from govern- 
ment economists, advertising men 
and the business world. Why? Be- 
cause people would spend only a 
small fraction of what they’re lay- 
ing out for food now. The econ- 
omy would go to pieces.” 

“But that prospect is not stop- 
ping you from spreading your 
ideas about diet, is it?” 

“Of course not. As you know, 
I’m a dreamer as well as a real- 


By JIM RANDALL 


ist. So even if my message con- 
vinces some people, ГЇЇ be happy. 
I’ve always wanted to do things 
for people. Maybe it’s because I 
remember how it was when 1 
thought I’d be a cripple for the 
rest of my life...” 

Stanlee was referring to the 
long period of despair he went 
through after he fell down a 
flight of stairs at the age of five. 
It wasn’t until he saw a strong- 
man perform at church that he 
became inspired to overcome his 
disablement. 

His family helped, of course. 
Gene was one of 12 children 
raised on Chicago’s teeming 
North Side. Papa Stanlee was a 
great lover of sports and organ- 
ized all kinds of activities for his 
lively brood, including weight- 
lifting, wrestling and gymnastics. 
His favorite expression was: 
“Take care of your body and it 
will take care of you.” . 

Gene had cause to remember 
that advice when he wrestled for 
the first time. Though his oppo- 
nent was far bigger, Stanlee beat 
him in just six minutes, winning 
the Chicago Parks Dept. elimina- 
tion tournament. A shiver of ex- 
citement ran through Gene as the 
announcer bawled: “The win- 
nah, Gene Stanlee—eight years 
old!” 

“You can imagine what a thrill 
that was,” Gene said. “After that, 
I started spending most of my 
time wrestling апа lifting 
weights. Along the way, I read 
everything I could get my hands 
on about diet." 

By the time Stanlee broke into 
professional wrestling before 
World War II, he had developed 
the kind of body that elicited 
raves wherever he performed— 
220 pounds of hard, rippling 
muscle on a magnificent 6-foot- 
one frame. 

Somehow, his pictures didn’t 
do justice to this vibrant, Adonis- 
like body. When we mentioned 
this to Gene, he seemed pleased. 
“They say a picture is worth a 
thousand words,” he said, “and 
that may be so, but you can’t du- 
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Gene (left) took ex-heavywelght boxing champlon Primo Carnera's best punches, 
then mounted savage attack of his own. ‘I'm immune fo pain," he once sald, 


plicate what you see with your 
own eyes,” 

What his women fans in par- 
ticular saw with their own eyes 
was enough to drive them into a 
frenzy. They begged him for 
locks of his platinum hair and 
when he denied them, they rushed 
at him brandishing scissors. 
“Just one lock, Gene," they'd 
scream, “If Га have let them do 
it, Stanlee smiled, “Га be bald 
now," 

“Gene,” we said, “there’ve been 
a lot of stories about your phe- 
nomenal strength. You've been 
said to have lifted 340 pounds 
overhead in the clean and jerk, 
chinned yourself with a 150-pound 
man hanging from your waist, 
lifted your own weight overhead 
with one arm, hoisted 600 pounds 
to your waist in the dead lift, 
done kneebends with 350 pounds 
on your back and executed a leg 
press 15 times with 1,000 pounds. 
Are these stories true?" 

“Yes, they are," Stanlee said, 
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and that got him talking about 
what he'd done after he joined 
the Navy in August of 1948. 

Navy medical officers who ex- 
amined him were astounded by 
his strength. Gene scored 8894, on 
the physical fitness test, exceed- 
ing the passing mark by 4434. Up 
to then, the record had been 69. 
*When those fellows got through 
peering into my eyes and thump- 
ing my back, they figured the 
Navy would be wasting me as a 
fighting man. So I was sent on 
tour to boost morale." 

Gene wrestled оп 35. islands 
and 88 ships, thrilling thousands 
of Navy men with his prowess as 
he bowled over 134 opponents 
without a defeat. "I met some 
really tough guys in the Navy," 
Gene recalled. But even the 
toughest lasted no longer than 
nine minutes. 

“Funny thing about that tour," 
Gene said. “Му opponents didn't 
give me any trouble but I used to 
get the jitters because I never 


knew when we'd be shelled by 
the enemy. It happened more 
than once, too. Lucky thing their 
aim was bad!” 

‘Do you still have all those 
trophies you won in the Navy? 
There were nine of them, right?” 

“That’s right, and I wouldn't 
part with them for anything in 
the world." 

Of the nine, the one Gene likes 
best is a 30-inch trophy bearing 
the inscription: “То the Navy's 
Strongest and Best Built Man." 

Gene didn't only wrestle for 
the Navy. He also toured the 
United States on a War Bond 
drive and sold over a $1,000,000 
in bonds, In civilian life, he rais- 
ed a similar sum wrestling for 
charity programs. 

When Stanlee left the Navy in 
March of 1946, he plunged right 
back into wrestling and soon was 
drawing record crowds all over 
the West Coast. He was a great 
showman but, more than that, he 
was a tricky performer who, des- 
pite his suave manner, was one of 
the roughest wrestlers in the 
game. 

In his peak years, Stanlee 
made more than $150,000 a year 
and sold out New York's Madison 
Square Garden 18 times. “That's 
quite a record," we said, recalling 
the figures“ But the Garden holds 
only 18,000 or so. How about the 
time you packed that arena in 
Caracas, Venezuela, with 50,000 
fans?" 

“That South American tour 
was the greatest," Gene said. "I 
got the red carpet treatment all 
over but in Caracas they really 
went wild. After the bout, every- 
body crowded around me, yelling 
and screaming in Spanish, 'Viva, 
Stanlee! Viva Stanlee!’ They 
wouldn't let me go back to my 
dressing room." 

Next to this, the thing that 
thrilled Gene the most was win- 
ning the “Mr. America” title: “It 
was a dream I'd had ever since I 
started working out with the 
weights. And when it came true, 
I almost bawled.” 

Gene’s soaring popularity put 
great demands on his time but he 
gave it unstintingly to the March 
of Dimes, PAL, the Boy Scouts, 
the Red Cross and other groups 
and even crammed in frequent 
hospital visits to cheer the sick, 


especially children and veterans. 
He always regretted that he 
couldn't do more for them. 

As if this wasn't enough, Stan- 
lee gave lectures on physical cul- 
ture and good sportsmanship and 
distributed a million copies of his 
"Loyalty Pledge"—an ornate red- 
white-and-blue reprint of the Dec- 
laration of Independence and the 
Allegiance to the Flag. 

At the bottom of this 84x11 
document, under the names of the 
original signers of the Declara- 
tion, was a space for the receiv- 
er's signature between Stanlee's 
pieture and that of the President 
of the United States. “Тһе idea,” 
Gene said, "was to combat sub- 
versiveness and foster American- 
ism. It went over real big." 

Those words—went over real 
big—might well serve as a motto 
for Gene Stanlee’s life. How big 
he learned one night when he got 
a frantic call in Boston from a 
promoter in Norfolk, Va. “Am I 
glad I got you!” the promoter 
said in a voice heavy with relief. 
“Gene, you’re needed desperately 
down here. It’s a matter of life 
and death...” 

As the promoter spilled out his 
story, Stanlee listened without 
interruption, his face taut with 
apprehension. Then һе said, 
“Sure, ГП come, Just as soon as 
I can. But tell me—why did you 
wait so long to call me?” 

The promoter paused. "That's 
just it, Gene, You’ve been wres- 
tling in a different town every 
night—and we didn’t know 
where to reach you.” 

Stanlee didn’t bother getting 
out of his blue wrestling togs. 
Throwing on an overcoat, he sped 
to the airport. On the flight to 
Norfolk, he reviewed the grim 
story he’d heard: 

A 12-year-old boy named Ver- 
non McCann had been riding his 
bicycle when the front wheel sud- 
denly came off. As he pitched for- 
ward, he was impaled on a han- 
dlebar. At the hospital, it was 
learned that his liver had been 
torn in two. 

It was a rare injury and the 
doctors patched him up as best 
they could, hoping the liver would 
heal. But in their hearts they 
feared that only a miracle could 
save Vernon. If he could live 
through the critical period, there 


might be a slim chance, a chance 
almost entirely dependent on his 
will to live. 

Vernon was a pitiful sight as 
he lay in bed, tubes running 
through his nose for intravenous 
feeding, racked with unbearable 
pain and woozy from the anesthe- 
tic. At his bedside, praying for 
some sign of life, were his par- 
ents, Mr. and Mrs. R. E. McCann. 

After an all-night vigil, they 
noticed Vernon stir and moan. 
Then he mumbled something. Fi- 
nally, they deciphered what he 


was saying: "Gene Stanlee. 
Where's Gene Stanlee . . .” It was 
amazing. In all his fright and 
agony, all Vernon could think of 
was his blue-eyed mat idol. 

His parents' hopes rose, If 
Vernon could talk to Gene—even 
for one moment—he might get 
the spark he needed to survive. 
But where was Stanlee? How 
could he be reached? 

Mrs. McCann grew frantic. 
She just had to contact Gene, She 
racked her brain, searching for 
a clue. Then suddenly she re- 

Continued on Page 63 


Though suave and debonair, Stanlee was a rough cookle. Here he batters Killer 
Kowalski In 1953 bout in Madison Square Garden. He sold out Garden 18 times, 
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Duke Keomuka (left 
knew what he was 


DUKE KEOMUKA was going over some stra- 
tegic moves with his new tag team partner, Oki 
Kintaro, the All-Asian champion. Oki, resplend- 
ent in a silk Japanese robe, nodded frequently 
and Duke thought he was getting the drift. Then 
Kintaro, who doesn’t speak a word of English, 
assumed several classic Japanese wrestling poses 
to demonstrate how he would execute Keomuka’s 
battle plans. 

The Duke shook his head and let out a volley 
of Japanese, Translation: “No, no, Oki. You 
gotta use your head! These guys will tear you to 
pieces if you try that stuff. They’re real savages.” 

Keomuka meant exactly what he said when he 
advised Oki to use his head, for Kintaro has a 
devastating head butt. Duke turned to a WRES- 
TLING ILLUSTRATED reporter and said: “I 
don’t think anybody else in the business can use 
the head butt as effectively as he does, Trouble 
is, he doesn’t use it enough.” 

He patted his taller partner (6-foot-one, 240 
pounds) on the shoulder and continued jabbering 
at him in Japanese, all the while going through 
violent motions with his arms, legs and head. 
When Duke had finished, Oki grinned broadly. 

This was the scene in their dressing room mo- 
ments before Keomuka and Kintaro made their 
U. 6. tag team debut against the powerful and 
crafty Torres Brothers—Al and Ramon. 

“One more thing," Duke said, lapsing absent- 
mindedly into English. “Don’t let those Latins 


get your goat.” 


talking about 


his new tag 
partner on how 
to cope with 
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Oki looked blank. 

Keomuka, realizing his mistake, switched back 
to Japanese and Kintaro nodded again. 

“What did you tell him, Duke?” the W. I. re- 
porter asked. 

“T reminded him that the Torres Brothers had 
picked пр some Japanese expressions and would 
try to confuse him. I told him not to pay any at- 
tention to what they say.” 

It was sound advice. The Torres Brothers 
were noted for their ring tricks. Ramon had 
once admitted that he and Al preferred brains 
over brawn, though they were superbly endowed 
in the latter department. 

“When you’re wrestling five or six nights a 
week," Ramon had said, “you learn to conserve 
your energy or you'l burn yourself out." 

Despite Kintaro's versatility, this was one 
thing he hadn't learned too well since he invaded 
the U. S. wrestling circuit last October after a 
phenomenal nine-year career in Oriental rings. 

The reason, he told Duke, was that, in Japan, 
a wrestler sacrifices anything to get a particular 
hold on his opponent, while American grapplers 
—at least some of them—tend to go on the de- 
fensive when threatened with danger. 

"Doesn't he care for American-style wres- 
tling?" Duke was asked, 


Keomuka consulted with Oki for a moment, 


then replied: 
[ “Не says he doesn’t like it too much because 
it’s too wild—you know, all that slugging, punch- 


when he advised 


American wrestlers 


Kintaro learned the hard way 
about what would happen if 

he used his classic Japanese 
stylo against the Torres 
Brothers. Bouncing off the 
ropes, Ramon Torres caught him 
sideways with a shattering 
roundhouse swipe to the ear. 


But Oki is a fast learner and, 
when his partner, Duke Keomuka, 
grabbed Ramon from the rear, 
Kintaro judo-chopped him re- 
peatedly to the head. In the 
background, meanwhile, the 
referee struggles to break 
Keomuka's hold on Ramon. 


ing, biting and throwing chairs around 
Oki's very orthodox. In Japan, you have to fol- 
low rigid rules of ring behavior—especially in 
Sumo wrestling." 

But Keomuka quickly made it clear that Kin- 


Okllused'his dev: taro, who hails from Osaka, is a pretty tricky 
astating head fellow in his own right and a master of judo and 
butt to soften karate. 

up Al Ramon; Oki proved that when he whipped Killer Kox 
Reg x in an elimination match fought behind a hurri- 
where he pro- cane fence that kept the spectators from storm- 
ceeded to grind ing the ring. Kintaro's victory over a bruiser like 
his neck into Kox vaulted him into a bout with champion Lou 
the top strand. Thesz. 


“T heard about that match,” W. 1/5 reporter 
told Keomuka, “Тһе Associated Press and United 
Press International covered the event because of 
the great demand for stories. and pictures іп 
Japan. But something happened. that night and 
Oki lost. Could you straighten me out on that?” 

Duke shrugged. “It was just one of those 
things. Thesz opened a cut over Oki’s left eye 
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Kintaro (shown with Keomuka, above) gestures with joy 
after beating the Torres Brothers. The ending was 

vastly different when he lost to Lou Thesz in an earller 
match (right) and had to be carried from the ring. 


and then slammed him to the mat. Oki came 
down on his neck—and injured it so bad he 
couldn’t continue. It was a pity, too, because up 
to that point he was giving Lou a real bad time.” 

“Did he get a chance to use his head before 
he got injured?” 

Keomuka smiled ruefully. “Not too much. The 
champ was too slippery for him, But if he had 
ever connected . . ." Keomuka shuddered. 

‘Duke, you and Oki are going out there to- 
night for the first time as tag partners. How do 
you think you'll make out against the Torres 
Brothers? As you know, they're pretty slippery, 
too." 

Duke winked. “I’m not making any predictions, 
But ГЇЇ tell you this: you'd better have your 
camera ready because you’re going to have to 
move pretty fast to get all the action.” 

Ав he was leaving the room with Kintaro, 
Duke turned and called over his shoulder: "By 
the way, what kind of camera are you using?" 

“A Leica. Why?” 

“Well,” he said slowly, “it would be more ap- 
propriate if you snapped our victory pose with 
a Japanese camera,” 

“But what if you lose?” 

The Duke didn’t wait to answer that one—but 
you can see what happened in the exclusive photos 


accompanying this article. и 
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‘VALENTINE’ 


UNTIL HE WRESTLED TARO MIYAKI, John- 
ny Valentine was a model of deportment in the 
ring. He slugged opponents only when absolutely 
necessary, ended things quickly to spare them the 
agony of prolonged pain . . , even helped them to 
their corner after he’d flattened them. 

This gentlemanly conduct earned him a well- 
deserved reputation as a "good guy"—a new and 
enjoyable role for the former bad boy of the mat 
world. But Taro changed all that. Not by calling 
Johnny names or roughing him up, though he 
did both. No, the problem went deeper than that. 


FOR TARO 


You'd never think that an honest disagree- 
ment of opinion could start a feud between 
Johnny Valentine (left in both photos) and 

"Taro Miyakl. But it did and their hate blos- 
somed into a series of bloody free-for-alls. 


It stemmed, innocently enough, from a differ- 
ence of opinion over the age-old question of 
money versus culture. Miyaki, who has always 
had a taste for the "finer things" in life, deplored 
what he called America's *dollar-mad society.” 

Johnny listened politely for a while but when 
a note of superiority crept into Taro's voice, he 
exploded: “Bunk! If you think money is so dirty, 
then why did you come to the United States? I 
admit I’m interested in do-re-mi. What's wrong 
with that?" 

Miyaki, a relatively mild man outside the ring, 
shrugged: "Nothing, I suppose. But you Ameri- 
cans have one big fault—you seem to be miser- 
able no matter how much money you make. 
Rarely do you use it to improve yourselves— 
mentally and spiritually. You simply acquire 
things. That shows an abysmal lack of imagina- 
tion." Continued 
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Valentine sags to mat with a glazed look after violent 
exchange with Miyaki. Taro was about to finish him off when 
Johnny doubled him up with a desperation shot to the belly. 


“And I suppose things are different in Japan,” 
Valentine scoffed. *How come, with all those men- 
tal and spiritual ‘giants’ over there, the Japanese 
people imitate everything we do?" 

“That’s mostly propaganda," Taro said airily. 
"The process of imitation is limited to only a 
small segment of our society. But here the mania 
is nation-wide. How else do you account for such 
widespread unhappiness ?” 

"Listen, here, Miyaki," Johnny said heatedly, 
"[ got as much culture as the next guy. And 
that's saying a lot because most of the boys in 
this business are college graduates who are inter- 
ested in many other things besides wrestling— 
music, art, literature and . . Ed 

* . . and acquiring more money so that they 
can get flashier cars, bigger houses and fancier 
women. It's the same old story and you can't deny 
it. Someday your quest for possessions is going 
to strangle you." 
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... That's the way the feud started. The more 
Valentine thought about Taro’s criticisms the 
madder he got. “I’d like to get that guy in the 
ring some night," he grumbled. "I'd teach him 
something about ‘culture’ !" 

Johnny got the opportunity at Toronto's Maple 
Leaf Gardens last fall. The result was a bloody 
lesson—for Valentine. A rematch the following 
week was even more savage. For months after 
that, Valentine and Miyaki engaged in a series 
of seesaw battles nearly every week, bringing the 
fans out in droves: 

Accompanying this article are photos illustra- 
ting one of these matches—a match that later 
became known as "Valentine's Day" because of 
the way Johnny used his elbow to dig holes in 
Taro's cranium. 

The bout was halted by the 11 P.M. curfew 
and called a draw after 38 minutes and 53 sec- 
onds of riotous action. After consulting with ref- 
eree Joe Gollob, however, announcer Jerry Hiff 
awarded the decision to Valentine “оп points." 
The switch prompted one cynical sportswriter to 
comment: “The only points іп the match . . . 
were those on Valentine's elbows.” m 


The only letup in the action came as the match neared the 
11 P.M. curfew after 38 minutes and 53 seconds of savage 
mauling. Both men were so weary they could hardly stand. 


savage and fascinating sport — a sport that 
ің banned in many places because local 
authorities consider it immoral and detri- 
mental to the female image. But in those 


places where girl wrestling is permitted, _ 
thousands of fortunate people thrill to the _ 


titillating kind of excitement only this sport 
can provide. The publishing of a regular 
frequency magazine exclusively devoted to 
Girl Wrestling is à mammoth project re- 
quiring the specialized talents of a large, 


centralized editorial staff, in addition to 


teams of roving photographers and report- 
ers. We are pleased to tell you that we have 
assembled all the required personnel, and 
that we can promise you many wonderful 


hours of rare entertainment in the months | 


—and years—to come. 
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SWEAT POURING down dis 
magnificently-proportioned body, 
Tony (“Mr. America") Marino 
stood over his groveling oppo- 
nent, Joe (“The Beast") Gump. 
Like a Roman gladiator, Tony 
appealed to the fans with a ges- 
ture of his thumbs, In the tradi- 
tional language of the Colosseum, 
he was asking: “Should I kill him 
—or let him live?” The answer 
came in a wave of thunderous 
demands: "Kill him, Tony! Kill 
him...!" 

Marino hesitated. He wasn't 
the kind of guy who liked to toy 
with his victims. But he had 
reached this point after absorb- 
ing all manner of indignities from 
The Beast and now he wanted to 
taunt him, prolong his agony, 
avenge every dirty tactic... 

... The pre-bout scene in the 
Miami, Fla., arena flashed in his 
mind: The Beast stumbling 
around the ring . . . glaring sus- 
piciously at referee Joe McCarthy 

. screaming epithets at ring- 
siders . . . and then, to every- 
body's surprise, hiding under the 
ring when Marino, tanned and 


trim as always, vaulted over the 
ropes... 

There was a moment's confu- 
Sion as the referee and Marino 
both hunted for the “missing 
link.” Then Gump suddenly reap- 
peared, climbed to the ring apron 
and clumped Tony with a round- 
house punch to the base of his 
skull, 

As Marino reeled from the 
sneak attack, Gump scrambled 
through the ropes with all the 
grace of a hippopotamus and 
clamped a grinding headlock on 
Tony. The referee separated them 
but The Beast lunged in again, 
floored Marino with a kick to the 
jaw, then clutched his neck with 
both hands in a savage nerve lock. 

Gump strained and strained but 
he couldn’t black out the superb- 
ly-conditioned athlete from Roch- 
ester, N.Y, As Tony struggled to 
get free, he looked into The 
Beast’s contorted face and 
thought: “Only his mother could 
love a mug like that!” 

Tony dug his fingers into 
Gump's back. "He had me in a 
bad way,” Marino said later, “but 
all I could think of was how soft 
and smooth his skin was. Like a 


The Beast liked to dish it out but when he went back for second helpings, 230- 
pound Tony Marino interrupted his digestion with powerful shots to the belly. 


baby’s. The idea struck me as so 
ludicrous that I suddenly bust out 
laughing.” 

Now, The Beast is accustomed 
to hearing shrieks and howls of 
pain from his victims. But laugh- 
ter? He was so surprised he 
loosened his hold. Tony rolled 
away but Gump, recovering from 
his shock, grabbed him again. 
This time, he was so enraged he 
hurled Tony right through the 
ropes to the arena floor. 

Coming out of his daze, Tony 
climbed to the ring apron. The 
Beast barred his entry with jolts 
to the belly. Marino ran around 
the apron, looking for an open- 
ing. Each time, Gump clubbed 
him. Then Tony grabbed The 
Beast’s shaggy mane—and pulled 
himself over the ropes. 

After that, Marino mopped up 
the mat with Gump. And now the 
crowd was yelling, “Kill him!” 


As Tony hesitated, The Beast 
begged for mercy, promising 
Tony everything but his gold 
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Failing to stop 
Tony with nerve 
block, The Beast 
threw him out of 
ring (above). 
When Marino got 
back in (top 
right), the 
bearded villain 
tried to choke 
him into submis- 
sion. Tony 
wrenched loose 
and (right) 
dropkicked The 
Beast senseless. 


tooth to be spared. That did it. 
“T want the tooth, too,” Marino 
said. “No, no!” Gump pleaded. 
So Tony knocked it out of him, a 


BY JOHN GREENSMITH 


MIDWAY DURING the first fall of their blazing 
match at San Diego, Calif., Cowboy Bob Ellis 
clamped a powerful scissors on The Destroyer 
and made a grab for his opponent’s mask. 

Ellis had come all the way from San Angelo, 
Texas, his home town, for just this purpose: to 
reveal the identity of the hooded villain who had 
been rampaging up and down the West Coast, 


knocking off one challenger after another. 
What had mystified—and intrigued—Ellis was 
that nobody had been able to rip off The Destroy- 
er’s hood, though they’d had ample opportunity 
to do so. Now Bob had the same opportunity and 


this time, he vowed, things would be a lot dif- 


ferent. 

He reached out eagerly for the mask and gave 
it a mighty tug. It stretched more than a foot 
риё wouldn't come off! Cowboy was puzzled. He 
tried yanking it sideways. Same result, The mask 


Cowboy Bob Ellis had always won- 
dered why nobody had been able to 
unmask The Destroyer. He finally 
learned the reason—the hard way. 
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would give just so much and that was it. 
Further, the moment he let it go, it would snap 
back to its original position! 

By the time Bob had gotten over his astonish- 
ment, The Destroyer had broken free. A moment 
later, he slammed into Ellis like an express train. 
Bob sagged under the impact but managed to 
recover and bulldog his foe to the mat to take the 
first fall. 

Ellis kept tearing away furiously at the hood 
in the second fall, but he couldn't trap The De- 
stroyer so that he could work unhindered on the 
mask. Finally, he tied his opponent's head between 
the two top rope strands and got down to busi- 
ness... 

... He pulled . . . and pulled . . . but if still 
wouldn't come off. *It was like trying to stretch 
a thick piece of rubber," Ellis recalled later. Bob 
was about to make a supreme effort when the 
referee interfered and untangled The Destroyer. 

The referee, Bobby Coleman, was only doing 
his job, but Bob was incensed anyway. “Еуегу- 
time I get that guy where I want him,” Ellis 
protested, “the referee rushes in to rescue him.” 

The Destroyer, who had been on the defensive 
most of the time, now began to smash back. He 
blasted Ellis to the ring apron and came down 
hard on Bob’s left leg. Then he stomped on the 
leg until Ellis, grimacing with pain, submitted. 

After a quick checkup by the referee, Bob 
gamely hobbled out in the final fall. The Destroyer 
promptly decked him Бу kicking the injured leg. 
Then, bridging it between his knee and the ring 
rope, he dropped his full weight on it. 

Since both men were on the ropes, the referee 
warned The Destroyer to desist. But he snarling- 
ly refused and when Ellis’ adviser attempted to 


interfere, the masked man leaped out of the ring 
and took after him. Whereupon he was counted 
out by the referee. 

The big mystery about the mask remained, 
however, until Bob ran into an old crony of The 
Destroyer. “111 tell you why you couldn't get that 
mask off,” he said. “The Destroyer had so much 
trouble with the cloth ones he used to wear that 
he got a special one. It’s made of the same kind 
of material they use in those new tires. A hun- 
dred men couldn’t tear it off!” = 


Despite ап іл- 
jured leg, 
Ellis was able 
to hoist The 
Destroyer for 
airplane spin. 


TEARS FOR А 


‘LOSER 
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) (See next page... 
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In the early going, Steinborn outmaneuvered the Wrecker (left, 
above, and airborne at right). Then the Wrecker, living up to 
his name, opened a brutal attack that enraged the fans. 


EYES POPPED in amazement 
when the pretty brunette in the 
checked dress lunged to ringside 
and swung her handbag. Wham! 
It caught the Boston Wrecker 
right on his broad backside. The 
Wrecker, poised on the ropes for 
a leap at Dick Steinborn, yelped 
and stumbled to the mat. 

Before he could recover from 
his surprise, the brunette had 
climbed through the ropes and 
whacked him again. The Wrecker 
tried to shield himself with his 
massive arms but—wham !—the 
heavy bag slammed against his 
head and body. “You brute!" the 
brunette screamed, swinging 
wildly. 

As the fans started applauding, 
one ringsider turned to the guy 
next to him and demanded in- 
dignantly : "What's that dame 
doin' up there?" "That ain't no 
dame," the other ringsider re- 
torted. "That's Dickie's wife!" 


Photos by BOB VERLIN 


Now turn fo page 46... 


This sparkling 1965 WRESTLING ALBUM will not be 
ready for mailing until December 1, 1964. But we have 
good reason to warn you to place your order immediately. 
Why? Because production costs for a high quality pub- 
lication such as this are enormous and we can’t afford 


` Я 

Why аге we so а to print copies which may not be sold. Thus every copy 
confident that you % will be printed to order. In other words, as soon as we 
will be delighted with Я receive your order we will reserve your individual copy 
this Album? Д before the Album goes to press. Remember too that the 


1965 WRESTLING ALBUM will not be sold on news- 
stands, nor will it be available anywhere else. It is an 
exclusive product of the G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING 
CORP., the most respected name in sports publishing. 
So confident are we that you will be delighted with the 
Album that we offer it to you on a money-back guaran- 
tee. Thus you have everything to’ gain by ordering 
your copy NOW. 


WE HAVE SEVERAL GOOD REASONS: 


1. It will be printed on fine quality. 
paper so that every picture will 
appear almost life-like. 


2. Every picture will be exclüsive, 
available nowhere else. 


3. It will be the first publication de- 
signed specifically for уош-- (һе 
wrestling fan. 


BE SAFE AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY! 


4. Any or all of the full page pictures 
сап be easily removed (тот the Album 
for framing, ready for а place оп your 
wall. And here's a hint: if you use а 
solid black frame (about 24” width) the 
richness of the photographs: will he 
perfectly complemented. 


ШІ RESERVE MY COPY OF THE 1965 WRESTLING ALBUM, which | | 
|| | understand will be sent to me оп Dec. 1, 1964. Mail this [| 
coupon, together with $1.00, to: 


| G. C. LONDON PUBLISHING CORP, (Box C) 
Box 58 
W Rockville Centre, L.l., New York 11571 


|| Мате 


5. All of your. favorite stars—including women 
and midget wrestlers—will appear in the 
Album. 


PLEASE PRINT А 


i Address 
|| 

W city State Zip Code 
| 
| 
De RB BR BB RRB EEE Eee 


6. And, as an added bonus, a gate-fold pin-up 
in glowing color which opens to а whopping 
15% inches, And it will be printed on а 
super heavy, elegant coated paper. Naturally 
the front cover of the Album will also be in 
full color. 


| enclose cash check | money order O 
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... And this is what happened when Dick's placid 
wife turned tiger and attacked the Wrecker... 


Continued from Page 44 
And so it was. This was the 
second time that Janell Steinborn 
had climbed into a ring and creat- 
ed a sensation. The first time, in 
1962, was in a Columbus, Ga., 
arena when she married Dick be- 
fore a crowd of 2,500. She was 
Janell Oates then, a Georgia 
peach who had won the Miss Col- 
umbus of 1961 beauty title. The 
duleet strains of “Moon River" 
had added an extra touch of ro- 
mance to the wedding ceremony. 
After that memorable night, 
Jan devoted her time and energy 
to being the wife of one of Amer- 
ica's most exciting young wres- 
tlers. On those occasions when she 
watched Dick wrestle, she uttered 
polite shouts of encouragement 
and squeals of delight—but other- 
wise forced herself to sit quietly. 
This night, though, it was dif- 
ferent. This night, things got too 
far out of hand. Jan started 
squirming the moment she saw 
the Boston Wrecker. There was 
something about him that petri- 
fied her. Dick, she knew, could 
take care of himself. But still— 
Jan let out a warning yelp 


when the Wrecker, 260 pounds of 
bad news, grabbed Dick’s jacket 
before the bell and tried to 
strangle him with it. Steinborn 
shifted quickly, flipped the gar- 
ment around the Wrecker’s neck 


and catapulted him across the 
ring. But the Wrecker, living up 
to his name, came roaring back 
and began to give Dick a savage 
drubbing. 

Jan’s shouts of protest mingled 


Still sobbing and trombling after 
she “bagged” the Wrecker, Janell 
Steinborn is helped from the ting 
by her husband, “I'm Sorry about 
what happened,” she told Dick la- 
ter, "But | just had to do it." 


with those of the crowd as the 
beefy Wrecker resorted to chok- 
ing and hair-pulling and then re- 
leased Dick before the referee 
could spot his dirty work. During 
one of these tussles, Steinborn 
finally dug his knee into his op- 
ponent's belly. The Wrecker gasp- 
ed and loosened his hold for a 
split second. Then Dick went on 
the offensive — dropkicks, body 
slams . . . the works. 

Steinborn was charging in to 
finish off his foe when the Wreck- 
er sidestepped and, catching Dick 
off balance, smashed him to the 
canvas. Then he did everything 
but grind his boots into Dick's 
eyes. 


Now Jan was screaming and 
moaning and clenching her fists 
in despair. .. . She saw Dick lying 
helpless on the canvas, a stunned 
look in his eyes . . . She saw the 
Wrecker mount the top rope for 
a massive dropkick . . . 

That's when he left his poster- 
ior exposed. Unable to restrain 
herself any longer, Jan rushed to 
ringside, wound up like a pitcher 
and socked the Wrecker just as 
he was about to leap, Landing on 
the canvas, Wrecker was too 
startled to do anything but watch 
this 5'6", 120-pound package of 
fury scramble into the ring after 
him. 

Wrecker ducked and covered up 


as the swishing handbag thudded 
against his head, shoulders and 
ribs. The attack had occurred 


with such swiftness that all 
Steinborn and the referee could 
do was gape. When the shock 
wore off, they dashed over to halt 
the impromptu battle. 

It wasn't easy. Jan, caught up 
in a frenzy of excitement and re- 
venge, refused to stop swinging. 
Finally, Dick grabbed her from 
behind. “Easy, honey,” he said. 
"Easy." Jan sagged in his arms, 
sobbing. 

Tenderly, Dick led his wife out 
of the ring. In the hullaballoo, he 
scarcely heard the referee dis- 
qualify him because of Jan’s in- 

Continued on Page 63 
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FROM THE STEAMY SHOWER 
ROOM in the Tucson, Ariz., arena 
came a gravelly wail followed by 
a series of grunts and howls. 
Somebody was “wrestling” with a 
tune and the result was enough 
to curl an eardrum. 

Waiting his turn at the showers 
was handsome Jerry Kozak, a 
towel draped around his 5711”, 
212-pound frame. Even in repose, 
there was a cat-like quality about 
Jerry’s supple, muscular body. 

He cupped his ears, grinned 
and commented: “Beautiful pear- 
shaped tones, don’t you think?" 
Another wrestler snorted: “If 
you ask me, he sounds like a bull 
fiddle out of whack.” A third guy 
horned in with: “Bull fiddle, my 
foot. It’s more like a wart hog 
yowling for his slops.” 

Jerry cluck-clucked: “Trouble 
with you fellows is that you don’t 
appreciate a good baritone. Note 


By JOHN HOLLIS 


that resonance, the diversity of 
shading, the subtle phrasing in 
his уоісе...” Somebody bellowed: 
“Haw!” Another sang out: “Hey, 
Jerry, why don’t you give him 
singing lessons—under water?” 

Kozak winked. “I don’t want to 
make Maria Callas jealous. Be- 
sides, I'm strictly а string 
man...” 

A guy puffing on a cigar took 
it out of his mouth and, with ex- 
aggerated gestures, used it as an 
imaginary violin bow. “Yeah,” 
he said, “I heard you usta be 
pretty good with a squawk box, 
but I didn’t believe it. Is it true - 
what they say about you—that 
you could've become a concert 
violinist ?” 

“Sure,” Jerry said. “Toscanini 
begged me to perform with the 
NBC Symphony, Stokowski asked 
me to name my own price. And 
Leonard Bernstein wanted me to 


go to Japan with him. But I 
chucked it all for wrestling .. ." 

Kozak likes to poke fun at his 
musical background because he 
feels it reflects on his he-man 
image. But it was true, he ad- 
mitted, that he might have carved 
out a name for himself as a 
violinist had it not been for his 
brother Nick. Not that he's blam- 
ing Nick for what happened. In 
fact, he's thankful. 

“Nick and I,” he explained, 
“both played the violin. If you 
lived in Vancouver, British Col- 
umbia, some 18 years ago, you 
might have heard us on the radio, 
We used to entertain the men in 
the lumber camps, too, after work 
was done.” 

The boys had inherited their 
talent from their father, George, 
who loved music so much he ran 
away from home in the Ukraine 
to study in Vienna. There, he 
eventually took up the craft of 
violin-making. Later he went to 
Canada, married a fine woman 
from the Old Country and settled 
down to a life in the lumber 
camps of the Pacific Northwest. 

George Kozak worked hard in 
the New World, but he never for- 
got the music of the old and he 
passed on his fondness for the 
violin to his two sons. Continued 


Kozak gets head- 
shrinking treatment 
from Paul De Galles 
In Dallas match, but 
It didn't last long. 
Seconds later, Jerry 
rolled over and 
flipped De Galles, 
then floored him 
with a dropkick. 


Top right: How's 
‘this for a Sunday 
kick? Because of 

his relative light 
weight, Jerry can 
zoom rings around 
heavler opponents, 
as De Galles learned 
to his ever- 

lasting surprise. 


Jerry engages in 
horseplay with 

wife Edie Mae at 
Tucson, Агіх,, 

motel pool. 

Kozak credits Edle 
Mae with helping 
him put on the 
poundage he needed 
to beat bigger men. 
"She's a great 
cook," he says. 


е 
~ 
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As a child, Jerry took up gymnastics to 
break the monotony of violln lessons. 

He was only 12 when he won Pacific North- 
west title on rings and horizontal bars. 


George was a happy man. Un- 
fortunately, there are some peo- 
ple who can't abide a man at 
peace with the world. The prac- 
tical joker in this woodpile was 
the operator of a steam winch 
used to lift the huge hardwood 
logs onto freight cars at the log- 
ging camp. 

One day when George Kozak 
was guiding the logs onto the flat 
cars, the steam winch operator 
decided to give him a little scare: 
he caused the load of logs to 
descend quickly, right at the eld- 


er Kozak, figuring to brake them 
at the last moment just short of 
George's head. Something went 
wrong, however, and George was 
buried beneath the crushing 
weight. 

There was a long, agonizing 
period when it was feared that 
George Kozak wouldn't live. But 
he was a rugged man and sur- 
vived, thourh he lost the sight 
of both eyes. 

George refused to buckle under 
the tragedy. With his wife as his 
"eyes," he took up cabinet-mak- 
ing and became a craftsman. He 
also taught his sons the art of 
making fine objects from native 
wood. 

With a mew trade, George 
moved his family to Vancouver, 
where Nick and Jerry found out- 
side interests in activities like 
gymnastics and wrestling. At the 
age of 12, Jerry became Pacific 
Northwest champion on the rings 
and horizontal bars. 

Meanwhile, papa Kozak іп- 
sisted that the boys continue 
their violin studies. They obeyed. 
“We used to play all that long- 
hair stuff," Jerry says. ‘“Beetho- 
ven. Mozart, Mendelssohn, Tchai- 
kovsky .. .” 

The Kozak boys appeared 
headed for a brilliant musical 
career until one night Nick’s 
teacher decided to skip their les- 
son and treat his pupil to the local 
wrestling matches. 

There was hell to pay when 
papa Kozak learned about it. But 
Nick, unable to forget the fast- 
paced action, was “hooked.” He 
took up the sport, and then Jerry. 
The year their dad die, Jerry 
won the Canadian amateur light 
heavyweight wrestling champion- 
ship. He was only 16 years old. 

“That did it as far as the violin 
was concerned,” Jerry recalls. 
But for a few years after his 
father’s death, he tried his hand 
at another occupation that had 
caught his fancy during his kid 
days—working on a ranch. 

“T used to sneak off to see cow- 
boy movies when I was a little 
shaver,” he says. “And every- 
time I got home I’d vow that 
someday Га become a real-life 
` bronc-rider. 

"But ranch life turned out to 
be mostly digging post holes, 
milking cows and haying the live- 


stock. When I finally did get to 
ride а buckin’ bronc, the walleyed | 
critter-his name was Buckeye— 
threw me and I nearly busted 
my back." 

Niek, meanwhile, had become 
a professional wrestler. In 1958, 
Jerry, utterly disgusted with 
ranch work, followed suit. “ГЇЇ 
never forget my first match," he 
grins. “It was in Portland, Ore., 
against Tony Borne and I was 
scared to death. Tony broke my 
nose and had me bleeding like a 
stuck pig. I realized then that I 
had a lot to learn—and I had to 
learn it fast." 

Jerry did—the hard way. Often 
teaming with Nick, he wrestled 
in 11 states. In Portland, Von 
Popheim broke his arm and he 
was shelved for three months. He 
was out for a week when one of 
the Von Brauners did things to 
his ankle in Tampa, Fla. He 
busted a knee wrestling Whipper 
Leone in Tulsa, Okla., and split 
a shoulder in a Houston bout with 
Jimmy Hines. 

"It was ‘experience’,” Jerry 
sighs, "but that's the best teach- 
er. I still didn’t weigh much... 
not as much as I should һауе... 
and maybe I never would have if 
I hadn't met Edie Mae." 

Edie Mae is a blue-eyed brown- 
ette who bears a striking re- 
semblance to actress Ida Lupino. 
Jerry met her one day in San 
Antonio, Texas. She hailed origin- 
ally from the rolling ranch 
country hard by the Alamo City 
and in Jerry she found a mate 
who shared her love of horses 
and the outdoor life. 

After they were married, Jerry 
found that Edie Mae could cook, 
too, Soon, he put on the extra 
poundage he needed to become a 
contender for Danny Hodge’s 
junior heavyweight crown. 

He also found he could meet— 
and defeat—the dreadnaughts of 
the game . . . monsters like the 
Great Bolas and Don Leo Jona- 
than and Man Mountain Camp- 
bell. 

He also scored wins over Tokyo 
Tom, Louis Tillet, Danny Ме- 
Shane, Ali Bey, the Von Braun- 
ers, Sputnik Monroe, Dr. Jerry 
Graham, Rip Hawk and a host of 
others, and suddenly found him- 
self the No. 1 contender for the 
title he coveted. 


“I wrestled Danny Hodge 
twice,” Jerry grins ruefully, “and 
I lost twice. In our last bout, I 
almost had him—I was th-at 


close," he says, indieating a gap 
between thumb and forefinger. 


"But he rallied and beat me. 

"He told me that, up to that 
point, I was the only guy who had 
come close to beating him. I con- 
sider that a tremendous compli- 
ment, because I compare Danny 
right along with Lou Thesz.” 

Jerry is busy earning another 
crack at Hodge and he’s confident 
his chance will come soon. When 
it does, he doesn’t intend to lose. 
He and Edie Mae have big plans 
for the money the title belt would 
bring. 

“We want to buy a ranch,” the 
frustrated bronc-rider confides. 
“We want to raise quarterhorses. 
But not only that . . . we also 
want to make it a Boys Ranch, a 
Sort of summer camp where city 
kids can have fun in the outdoors 
and learn something about a life 
too few of them ever get to know. 
We'd have archery and boating 
and swimming, horseback riding 
and fishing and baseball. And of 
course there'd be a gym. I could 
teach them gymnastics. I like to 
work with kids. 

“It's a dream right now, but 
Im determined to make it come 
true." 

What about the violin? Jerry 
shrugs and says with a grin: 
“Leonard Bernstein will just have 
to get himself another boy.” = 


Jerry demonstrates form that made him a 
top gymnast. When he gets enough money, 
he plans to buy a ranch where he can 
teach kids gymnastics and other sports. 


After polishing his distinctive: boots, 
Jerry downs coffee and lemon meringue 
ple. “Some guys have to watch thelr 
diet," he says. "With me, It’s differ- 
ent. I need all the welght І can put on." 
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Kozak Is so popular In the Tucson area 
that he gets thousands of requests for 
photos, Here, Edie Mae helps him select 
the best pictures for sale to his fans. 
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... Says Luis Hernandez. 
But all he gets are 
brunettes, So who’s 
feeling sorry for him? 


AMIABLE, chubby-faced Luis 
Hernandez, who hails from a 
quaint Mexican town named Chi- 
huahua, weighs 225 pounds. There 
is nothing unusual about this, of 
course. What is unusual is that 
Luis, unlike most other wrestlers, 
would like to weigh less—far less. 
Say, 140 or 150 pounds, 

In view of his tendency to put 
on weight, it’s highly unlikely 
that he will ever get this slim. 
But if he could, Hernandez would 
be the happiest man in the world. 
Because then he would weigh just 
enough to realize his greatest 
ambition — to become a circus 
trapeze artist, 

On the surface, this sounds like 
a crazy idea, Luis is a great suc- 
cess as a wrestler. He makes more 
pesos in a night than he could 
earn in a month with the circus. 
Thousands of fans respect his mat 
ability and show it with heart- 
warming applause. Why, then, 
would he want to chuck all this 
for the dizzy, risky life of an 
aerialist? 

You have to go back to Luis' 
childhood in Chihuahua to under- 
stand the reason ... back to the 
days when Hernandez was a poor, 
barefoot boy who lived for the 
day the circus came to town. 

The first time he saw the color- 
ful procession troop into town, he 
could almost smell the excitement 
as the elephants and caged lions 
and tigers paraded down the main 
street with the band blaring oom- 
pah-pah and the clowns doing 
somersaults near the gaudily- 
painted wagons. 

Luis didn't have any money to 
get in, so he pestered the owners 
until they gave him a job hauling 
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‘Blondes Drive Me 


By BOB VERLIN 


Luis shows nightclub cutie Elizabeth Rawis an easy way to open beer bot- 
tlos—with his teeth, Now If he can only find a blonde that easily! 


Luis has wrestled some ті 
ghty tough guys since he Invaded 
the U.S. The toughest was "that wild Jap," Oki Kintaro . . . а бије Ala E e мы rar 
owed by a smashing dropkick. 


pails of water for the elephants. 
And when he finally got inside the 
big top, he sat transfixed at all 
the wonderful things that un- 
folded before his eyes. 

It was the aerial act, though, 
that captivated him the most. He 
marveled at the beauty and grace 
of the performers, the split-second 
timing, the breathtaking moment 
when they clasped hands in the 
upper reac of the tent. 

Ever ar his ambition grew 
stronger and he worked hard to 
develop the muscles he would need 
to perform such wondrous feats. 
But practice facilities were diffi- 
cult to come by and he had to 
satisfy himself with the meager 
equipment in a local gym. 

One of Mexico's famous wres- 
tlers, Carlos Ramos, noticed him 
one day, drew him aside and talk- 
ed to him for a long time, "Luis," 
he concluded, “you have a very 
good build. But why do you per- 
sist in your crazy dream of be- 
coming a trapeze artist? Already 
you weigh 185 pounds!” He 
paused, then: “Now if you wanted 
E E E wrestler, Hkc me, I would Luis (left) wouldn't mind getting romantic with somebody as pretty as Mrs. BI 

giac to teach you... Continued wife of his manager. But when you mention blondes, he forgets all about негЫ Guzman, 

ез. 


Two c 


pes. 
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Hunting for blondes can be a risky business, like putting 
your head In the Поп! mouth. Luis has no qualms, how- 
ever, about drinking from this Поп'5 mouth in Houston Zoo. 


Somewhat reluctantly, Hernandez agreed апа” 
Carlos started to work with him. In 1954, Luis 
turned professional. He traveled all over Mexico, 
invaded South America, then stormed into Canada 
before hitting the big time in the U. S. 

If there was a circus within smelling distance, 
you'd be sure to find Hernandez there, “Му whole 
heart ees weeth it," he says, running a stubby 
hand through his curly black hair, *But—" he 
shrugs, *—I am too heavy, yes? Trapeze artist— 
he һауе to weigh, oh, one-fortee, one-fiftee . . . 
the more lighter the better." 

Luis finds some compensation in the fact that, 
despite its roughness, he likes wrestling in the 
United States. Certainly, he considers it far more 
satisfying than in Mexico, where the sport is 
faster because the wrestlers are smaller, “If I go 
to Mexico," he says, “I must lose twentee . . . 
fortee poun's. That ees why I like to stay here." 

There are, of course, pluses and minuses. One 
of the minuses is the Mexican food served in 
America. Luis is too diplomatic to call it garbage. 
He simply dismisses it with: “Еев not too good.” 

When Hernandez retires from wrestling, he 
hopes to open a good restaurant in Mexico. He 
gives you a tolerant look when you ask if he'll 
dish up hot peppers, enchiladas and tacos, “Good 
restaurant—they do not serve tacos. Tacos is like 
hotdog in America. You find hotdogs in good 
restaurant here?" He has a point there. 

On the plus side are American women. Or, 
rather, American blondes. Luis' entire personality 
changes when you mention blondes, His voice 
grows soft, caressing . . . and his liquid brown 
eyes glow and he says, “А-а-һ, blondes. Very nice 

. very пісе...” À 

Hernandez wouldn’t say how much success he’d 
had with blondes. A Latin gentleman’s code and 
all that sort of thing. But he didn’t hesitate to 
admit that, to use a conservative word, they 
drive him "wild." 

Don't, however, ever suggest that his attention 
is distracted whenever he sees a pretty blonde at 
ringside, He stops you quickly and says; “Хо, no, 
no. When I go to the ring I never look at the girls, 
My mind is in the ring." Continued on Page 63 
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Sam Steamboat grimaces at his mirrored image as he works out 
with 40-pound barbells. Moments after this photograph was 
taken, Steamboat's sweatsuit was drenched with perspiration. 


IF IT WEREN’T for the smell of old leather, 
rubbing alcohol and the stale mixture of sweat 
and tobacco, the place might have reminded you 
of a foundry. There were overhead chains and 
pulleys and massive cast-iron “wheels” amid a 
clutter of metal rods, bars and odd-shaped stools. 

Hard at work in Britton Gym in Tampa, Fla., 
were Eddie Graham and Sam Steamboat, holders 
of the Southern tag team championship. This was 
just before Eddie rejoined brother Jerry and he 
and Sam were aiming for a crack at the na- 
tional title. 

The door to the gym was kept ajar to let in 


In another corner of Tampa, Fla., gym, blond Eddie Graham 
does 255-pound bench press. "Anybody who thinks that 
wrestling Is all glamor ought to watch us work out," he says. 


Using heavy gloves to prevent rope burns, Sam rocks back 
and forth as he pulls on weighted chain attached to ceiling 
pulley. "Faster!" says Graham, counting in background. 


some of the cool breezes fanning in from the 
Gulf, of Mexico but Graham and Steamboat were 
shedding buckets of perspiration as they worked 
out. 

Seated on a stool, Sam, a soft-spoken Hawaiian, 
was pulling a long weighted chain attached to a 
ceiling pulley. “Faster!” Graham commanded, 
speeding the count. Steamboat rocked back and 
forth, his jaw as taut as his gleaming arm 
muscles, 

After 25 minutes of this, Sam lay flat on his 
back on a bench and rhythmically pressed 255- 
pound weights straight over his head, Then, 


Rugged gym workouts pay off in the ring. Despite a heavy 
battering іп grueling Tampa match, Graham still has enough 
strength left over to tle up one of the Tyler brothers, 


watching himself in a mirror, he hoisted 40-pound 
barbells. 

As Graham went through the same routine, 
he told a WRESTLING ILLUSTRATED те- 
porter: “I’m glad you stopped by. Now you have 
a rough idea of what we guys go through to put 
on the kind of performance you saw last night. 
Not very glamorous, is it? But believe me, it pays 
off. Ask Sam.” 

Steamboat is not given to talking too much. 
Like Eddie, he prefers action. “Some wrestlers,” 
he said, “think they can stay in shape just by 
wrestling five or six nights a week. But it takes 
a lot more than that. We spend most of our time 
right here because this is where you build the 
foundation for success.” 

“Sam’s right,” Eddie said. “He’s got energy 
to burn when he gets into the ring.” 

That’s obvious to anyone who has seen Steam- 
boat wrestle, In a bout with Mike Paidousis, for 
example, he kept going despite the grueling, fast- 
paced action and finally put his powerful op- 
ponent away with an abdominal stretch. | 

Eddie himself displayed similar endurance in 
a tag match with the Tyler Brothers. He was 
battered groggy but waved the referee away 
when that official tried to stop the bout. А 

“I pleaded with Eddie to concede the fall, Sam 
said, “but he just kept on battling. He’s quite a 


man.” ЙЕ: 4 
Eddie grinned, “Look who’s talking!” he said. а 


Steamboat makes it look easy as he catches tough Mike Paidousis 
in abdominal stretch before slamming him to the mat, 

This is the "glamorous" side of the sport. But behind the 

glamor are endless hours of hard labor in musty gymnasiums, 
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Killer Kox, the great strikeout artist, 
got so enraged that he climbed this wire 
fence to hurl insults at his hecklers. 


BASEBALL 


Continued from Page 27 

Just before game time, Killer 
Kox, now the Senators’ leadoff 
batter, climbed out of the dugout 
and headed for home plate. Leo 
gave him a withering look. 
“Traitor!” he rasped. Karl, wear- 
ing a Milwaukee Braves uniform, 


_ignored him and started waggling 
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several bats. 

*Hey, Killer!" someone shout- 
ed, “Whereja swipe the fancy 
uniform?” Kox was about to blast 
back when umpire Acker rushed 
up. “What are you doing here, 
Kox?” he said. “You guys are 
supposed to take the field. Gari- 
baldi’s Grapplers won the toss 
and they want to bat first.” Acker 
patted the wallet in his back 
pocket. It felt good stuffed with 
Leo’s greenbacks. 


Karl growled something and 
stalked back to the dugout. Moo- 
lah greeted him with: “Ah, 
they're all alike, Karl... a bunch 
of lousy phonies.” Her cry floated 
to Leo's third base dugout and 
he shot across the field. “Shut 
your» sweet mouth, honey," he 
told Moolah. “Us honest grapplers 
are gonna knock the trunks off 
you traitors.” 

And so it began... 

Al Torres, leading off for the 
Grapplers, was hit by a pitched 
ball. His older brother Ramon 
Was up next and drew a walk. 

Duke Keomuka, probably the 
only barefoot baseball player in 
history with the exception of 
Shoeless Joe Jackson, struck out 
and slung his bat down in disgust. 

Powerful Tiger Conway went 
down swinging, too—but not be- 
fore the Torres brothers moved 
up a base in a brilliantly-executed 
double steal, 

With two out, Judy Grable— 
one-half of Leo's revised all-girl 
infield—came to bat. But the Sen- 
ators, having watched her slap a 
few balls to the outfield during 
batting practice, played it safe 
and walked her. *You cowards!” 
she screamed when she got to first 
base. 

"Shut up, you blonde hag," 
yelled Moolah from the dugout. 

With the bases loaded, the 
Clawman then stepped to the 
plate. 

"Let's go, masked man," urged 
Leo from the sidelines. *We need 
some runs." 

No dice, though. The Clawman 
fanned to end the inning. 

After the teams changed sides, 
Kox came lumbering to the plate, 
swinging three bats. 

“Better drop a couple of those," 
called Garibaldi. You're liable to 
strain yourself." 

“Listen, Mr. Mouse-Eared Pro- 
moter,” Kox growled. “if you 
don’t shut up, ГЇЇ stick these bats 
in your mouth.” 

Pitcher Al Torres wound up 
and sent the ball whizzing at 
Killer’s ear. “You rotten bum!” 
Kox howled. “You do that again 
and ГЇЇ remodel your face.” 

Al just laughed and threw the 
next one low—so low it bounced 
across the plate. 

“Ste-e-e-rike!”’ proclaimed um- 
pire Acker, Kox looked at Acker 


as if he were a repulsive bug. 
Then he pointed to a place high 
on the screen behind home plate 
and said, "That's where you're 
going, Acker, if you make an- 
other call like that." 

Kox struck out on two more 
wide pitches, turned, and hurled 
his bat toward the press рох, high 
above the grandstand. He never 
said a word. But he said plenty 
later when he let off steam by 
heaving balls, bats, chairs, even 
stretchers, around the field and 
then scaling a wire fence and bel- 
lowing insults at the hecklers be- 
hind it. 

Torres fanned another Sena- 
tor and up came Toni, She, too, 
struck out—but not before um- 
pire Acker had scolded her for 
throwing temper tantrums at the: 
plate. (Acker really earned’ the 
money Leo had given him.) 

The fans were barely visible 
by this time, They were rolling in 
the aisles, roaring with laughter. 
They roared louder when Senator 
catcher Barry Morgan came to 
bat, though his side had already 
been retired. 

"What's this four-out jazz?" 
Garibaldi cried. 

"They need the work," umpire 
Acker said. 

Leo was soothed. “Okay, but 
remember, we get the same treat- 
ment—right?” he said, slipping 
another wad of twenties to Acker. 

“Of course, Mr. Garibaldi,” 
Acker assured him pleasantly. 

Catcher Morgan singled sharp- 
ly to right field, Tiger Conway 
snapped up the ball, whipped it 
to Grable, who relayed it to Prin- 
cess Little Cloud at second. Mor- 
gan, trying to stretch his hit, was 
out a mile, 

The crowd applauded the Grap- 
plers’ fine play. At the same time, 
Leo was making mid-game plans. 
“You can’t stand pat on your 
lineup,” he said. “Look what hap- 
pened to the Dodgers." 

Leo is a sportsman who works 
on the theory that if you can’t 
find enough talent in your own 
organization you go out and steal 
it. So he went to the Senators’ 
dugout and asked catcher Barry 
Morgan and pitcher Vince Fer- 
guson to step forward. 

“Boys,” he said, “I want you 
to know that we Grapplers ap- 
preciate the fine job you’re doing. 


100 presents "МУР" trophy to pitcher 
Vince Ferguson and catcher Barry Morgan 
of the Senators. Then ће "stolo" both 
mon by offering them double their рау! 


. In fact, we're so sure you are the 
best ballplayers on the field that 
Іп” going to present the game's 
Most Valuable Player Award to 
you fellows right now.” 

The award bore a remarkable 
resemblance to the Texas Brass 
Knucks Wrestling Trophy but the 
people in the stands couldn't tell 
the difference and they gave Mor- 
gan and Ferguson a loud round 
of applause. 

Then Leo made his move: he 
offered them double their salary 
if they'd play for him. There was 
nothing sneaky about the offer: 
Garibaldi made it over the loud- 
speaker system and the fans 
howled when the Senators ac- 
cepted. 

"See what I mean?" Leo said 
with a broad smile as he headed 
back to the coaching box. “A 
deal here and a deal there makes 
a stronger ball club.” 

But the switch stirred rumbl- 
ings of rebellion in the enemy 
camp. Garibaldi promptly squel- 
ched it by offering two of his own 
men. With all this swapping go- 
ing on, it was hard to tell the 
Senators from the Grapplers. 

This, though, was only a mild 
sample of the confusion that lay 
ahead. In the second inning, the 
Grapplers scored the first run 
after one of the weirdest plays 
in baseball. Р 

Princess Little Cloud, coming 
to bat after Paul Jones and Jer- 
ry Miller struck out, ruined a no- 
hitter by singling down the first 
base line. t 

As she zoomed along the path, 
she saw rightfielder Ron Herr 


bobble the ball, so she scampered 
to second. Herr recovered the 
ball and whipped it to second- 
sacker Moolah. 

The Fabulous One was wait- 
ing to tag Little Cloud when the 
Princess pulled what Garibaldi 
later termed “heads-up baseball." 

Knowing she was a sure out. 
the Indian girl hurtled into the 
air feet first and dropkicked Moo- 
lah senseless. That started the 
fireworks. Both benches emptied 


.and a furious battle broke out 


at second base, 

Garibaldi, keeping a cool head, 
rushed toward the tangle of 
bodies and, spotting Little Cloud, 
pulled her out of the pile and sent 
her racing to third. While the 
Senators and Grapplers thrashed 
about, Princess rounded third and 
beat it for home. 

The Grapplers led, 1-0. An up- 
Set appeared in the making. But 
not for long. The Senators, boil- 
ing over Garibaldi's trick, pulled 
some hijinks of their own. Pitch- 
er Hud Gelein started things by 
tripling deep to right field after 
two teammates had struck out. 

Gelein was puffing hard when 
he hit third sack. The run, plus 
the melee at second base, had ex- 
hausted him. So he motioned for 
a pinch-runner. The fans laughed 
when little Steven Jones, the 
Senators’ batboy, hurried out of 
the dugout. To everybody’s sur- 
prise, he stole home on the first 
pitch, tying the score, 

A second riot erupted after 
Ron Herr, the next batter, drib- 
bled the ball in front of the plate. 
While the Grapplers fumbled for 
it, Herr showed his contempt for 
them by running around the bases 
їп reverse order. 

The stands shook and shivered 


Leo, his wife and daugh- 
ter Angela pose with cor- 
sages, cake and trophy 
presented by fans "in 
gratitude for two years 
of devoted dedication 

fo tho promotion of 
wrestling in Austin,” 


with screams and catcalls. Gari- 
baldi gazed at Herr in a state of 
stupefaction. What was this guy 
trying to do—ruin the Grapplers' 
reputation? 

Leo waited until Herr was half- 
way home, then downed him 
with a flying tackle. But what 
did those dirty Senators do? They 
rushed to Ron's aid—and drag- 
ged him across the plate, 

"What a way to score a 'hom- 
er," Leo moaned. 

Now it was batboy Jones’ turn 
at bat. Judy Grable, who had 
been rushed to the mound, fired 
a fast one down the middle and 
Steven popped a little infield ћу. 

By this time, the Grapplers 
were so rattled that Steven 
turned an easy out into a homer. 
As he pattered around the base 
paths, men, women and children 
scampered all over the field, 
whooping and hollering. The ball- 
game, as far as they were con- 
cerned, was over. 

The "final" score, at the end of 
two ininngs: Senators, 3; Grap- 
plers, 1, 

Manager Garibaldi was philo- 
sophic about the defeat: “Some- 
body once said, ‘Nice guys finish 
last.’ I guess that's us." 


(B.S.: The “Giant Outdoor 
Wrestling Card" that followed 
was every bit as nutty as the ball- 
game, with the action often spill- 
ing onto the infield, where the 
ring had been set up. For the 
record, let it be noted that Prin- 
cess Little Cloud and Judy 
Grable lost to Moolah and Toni 
Rose; Ramon and Al Torres 


dumped Killer Kox and the Claw- 
man; Duke Keomuka beat Tiger 
Conway, and Jerry Miller drew 
with Paul Jones. What a night!). 


TH ESZ Continued from Page 9 


Sammartino. Lou’s face flashed 
angrily, but he quickly brought 
himself under control and grinned. 
“No,” he said, “that’s true. I have 
not wrestled Sammartino.” Then 
he added sternly, “Not yet. But 
it’s not my fault. The men who 
manage each of us have never 
been able to get together—finan- 
cially, that is. Frankly, just be- 
tween you and me, I would take 
him on tonight, winner-take-all!” 

Thesz rubbed his massive hands 
together in anticipation. “They 
tell me that a title match between 
Bruno and me would fill Yankee 
Stadium in New York. And I 
understand the Stadium holds 
about 80,000 people. Yeah (he 
slammed his hands together 
again), I sure would like to get 
Sammartino into the ring. Га 
make enough to retire for the 
rest of my life.” 

Thesz can retire for the rest 
of his life right now—if he could 
stand living without the smell of 
sweat in his nostrils and without 
the cheers of adoring fans ring- 
ing in his ears. No, it isn’t money 
that keeps Lou Thesz going in his 
second quarter century of wres- 
tling. He just couldn’t live with- 
out it. He’d wrestle for nothing, 
if he had to. 

But even Lou knows in his 
heart that anything made of 
flesh and bone can’t survive the 
abuse of professional wrestling 
for much longer than 25 years. 
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“There's more to being a champion than being tops іп the ring," 
Lou Insists. "He must dress the part and must be diplomatic In 
the way he handles people, Being champion Is a full-time job." 


So the obvious question to ask 
Thesz, if you have the nerve, is, 
“Lou, who has the best chance of 
winning your title?” 

I asked the question, then 
quickly ducked. But  Thesz 
laughed and swung a mock punch 
at my head. “It’s a good ques- 
tion,” Lou said. “It deserves an 
answer.” 

Lou ordered a fresh pot of 
coffee “and some of those little 
honey pastries.” He poured two 
cups of coffee and then settled 
back in his chair. He gazed up at 
the ceiling, deep in thought. 

“A lot of names flash through 
my mind," he said. ‘You have 
Gene Kiniski, a very tough man. 
You have Fritz Von Erich. Fritz 
darn near licked me in St. Louis 
last year. I was lucky to get out 
alive. And there's Karl Gotch, 
who is probably the best scien- 
tific wrestler in the world today. 
I had my hands full with him 
more times than I want to re- 
member. 

“Danny Hodge (whom Thesz 
squeaked by that night in Hous- 
ton) is an exceptionally powerful 
man. He can snap a pair of steel 
pliers in his bare hands, One night 
in El Paso, Hodge got me in a 
headlock and it felt like my head 
was coming off." 

Thesz mentioned other names 
that stuck in his mind. One of 
them was Bulldog Brower. “Now 
there’s an animal for you,” he 


said. “ТЇЇ never forget that night 
in Toronto back in November, 
1968. This Brower got me in a 
bear hug. He squeezed and it hurt 
so bad I started to scream. I 
don’t like to go for the ropes to 
save myself, But that night І 
wasn’t ashamed to do it.” 

Thesz didn’t forget Ernie Ladd, 
the gigantic football player who 
wrestles in the off season. “If 
he'd wrestle 12 months a year,” 
Thesz said, “he would be just 
about unbeatable.” 

Lou called Cowboy Bob Ellis 
“a very fast and clever man, who 
is likely to beat anybody on one 
of his good nights.” , 

The champion kept mentioning 
so many names that I began to 
get the idea he was simply show- 
ing his memory, and forgetting 
the original question: “Who has 
the best chance of winning your 
title?" 

Thesz evidently got the mes- 
sage. He grinned and excused 
himself. “Okay. ГЇЇ try and get 
to the point. 

"I have to boil it down to three 
men, and let you take your pick. 
Or . . ." He hesitated for a 
moment, then added. “No, ГЇЇ 
give you the one name you're 
looking for. 1 

“Tt would be a toss-up between 
Fritz Von Erich, Karl Gotch, and 
a man I did not mention before, 
but one for whom I have the ut- 
most respect—Don Curtis. 

"But first let's consider Von 
Erich. Fritz is a very tough man 
to wrestle, He has that Claw Hold 
of his which, believe me, is a 
murderous thing. 

"He grabs your gut with that 
big mitt of his and starts to claw 
away. The first time he got me in 
it-I think it was in Kansas City 
—I wanted to give him the title! 
Nothing is worth that kind of 
suffering. 

“I still don't know to this day 
how I managed to live through 
that match. I really take my life 
in my hands everytime I get into 
the ring with Von Erich and I 
always expect the worst. 

: "Karl Gotch, as I said before, | 
is the finest scientific wrestler 
in the world. He can do things 
that even Jim Londos and Strang- 
ler Lewis couldn't do, And re- 
member, I wrestled both Londos 
and Lewis. This fellow Gotch 


made me dizzy with his speed and 
switching from one hold to an- 
other, 

“Karl has this Suplex hold, 
which is a fabulous thing and 
very dangerous for the guy who 
gets caught in it. What he does is 
grab both your arms, lock them 
under his armpits, and flip you 
clear over his head onto your 
back. Then he drops his full 
weight on top of you. 

. “He nailed me with it one night 
in California and I thought my 
back was broken. I saved myself 
by grabbing the ropes. Had the 
ropes been a few inches further 
away, Gotch would have been 
champion. As it was, we went to 
a draw ... а 60-minute draw." 

Thesz finished his fourth cup 
of coffee (black, without sugar), 
then got around to Don Curtis. 
“Гуе been watching that boy for 
about six or seven years,” Lou 
said. “Не impressed me because 
of his speed and strength. I must 
admit that his personality also 
affected me, He’s a fine young 
man, and he looks like a cham- 
pion, Strange as it may seem, I 
watched him wrestle more times 
than I’ve been in the ring with 
him. If memory serves me right, 
I’ve wrestled him four times al- 
together. 

"[ had to use all my experi- 
ence to beat Curtis. What I did 
was to make him so mad that he 
lost his head. You can do that 
with a young fellow like Don, 
because he lacks experience. I 
called him a couple of names, 
slapped him in the face—not hard, 
you understand—and he wanted to 
kill me. That's all I need, a fel- 
low to lose his head and rush into 
me. Everytime I wrestled Don, 
he beat himself. b 

“In my opinion, Don Curtis, if 
he continues to improve the way 
he has over the last few years, 
and if he learns to control his 
temper, will eventually be heavy- 
weight champion of the world. 

I asked Lou if he was trying 
to tell me that Curtis has the best 
chance of anybody to beat him. 

Thesz thought for a moment, 
to make absolutely sure before 
answering so vitally important a 
question. “Yes,” he said flatly, 
“Pye got to be very careful of 
that Don Curtis.” у м 

Lou got up from his chair, 


stretched his arms and patted his 
filled stomach contentedly. He 
called for the check, but the man 
who owned the restaurant shook 
his head angrily. "No, Lou, it is 
my honor. My pleasure. It is— 
how you say—on the house." 

Thesz thanked him but, un- 
noticed by the man, slipped a 
twenty and a ten dollar bill un- 
der his empty coffee cup. 

A champion must be a man of 
distinction outside the ring—a 
man of integrity and class. He 
must bring honor to his profes- 


sion because he is watched every 
moment by the public. Lou Thesz 
is such a champion. Lou Thesz is 
such a man. 

If Don Curtis does succeed 
Thesz as heavyweight champion, 
he'll have an unenviable task. For 
trying to fill Lou's shoes will be 
like following Jack Dempsey or 
Joe Louis as heavyweight box- 
ing champion, or following Wins- 
ton Churchill as Prime Minister 
of England. Giants like these 
come along once in ten genera- 
tions. w 


Lou has more than enough money fo retire for life. But, like all truly great 
athletes, he belleves a champion should lose his title in the ring. 
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DRESSING : 
ROOMS 


Continued from Page 18 

lers are chess players, so Rocca 
usually winds up sitting alone in 
a corner of the dressing room, 
playing against himself. 

Crusher Lisowski drives the 
other wrestlers crazy with his. 
ear-bursting voice. He pretends 
he is an opera singer and when 
he belts out the Toreador song 
from Carmen, the other men dash 
for the exit. 

Come to think of it, maybe the 
fans who would rather spend an 
evening in the dressing room are 
right. Sometimes the show be- 
hind those locked doors is a lot 
more interesting than the one in 
the ring. = 


Generally, dressing rooms used by wo- 
men wrestlers are places of surgical 
neatness. Here, Fabulous Moolah gets 
ready for bout in small Ohio town, 


This dressing room in Cincinnati was .. 
so large that the wrestlers felt lost 

іп it, Ray Gunkle (left) told Bobby 
Managoff (right), "I feel like I'm 
pulling my pants off in Times Square." 


| 
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TEARS FOR A LOSER 


Continued from Page 47 


terference. He couldn’t have cared 
less, anyway. He'd "lost'"—so 
What? Jan had done something 
this night to make him proud of 
her for the rest of his life, 

After she quieted down, Jan told 
Dick; “I’m sorry, but I couldn't 
help it. When I saw that brute 
going for you like that, I got so 
furious I didn't know what I was 
doing,” 

“It's all right, honey,” Dick 
consoled her. “I'll even the score 
next time.” 

Later, Steinborn told a WRES- 
TLING ILLUSTRATED report- 
er: “I felt bad about Jan getting 
во upset, but I appreciate the fact 
that she cares enough about me 
to fight like a tiger when she 
thinks I’m being hurt. I’m proud 
of her and offer no apologies.” 

Just the same, the next time 
Dick wrestled, it was mutually 
agreed that Jan would stay home. 
After all, she might hurt some- 
body! и 


GENE STANLEE 


Continued from Page 31 


Stanlee's lavish blue costumes were a 
famillar sight in the 40's and 50's 
when he was the toast of the mat world, 


LUIS HERNANDEZ 


Continued from Page 54 


When will Luis get his mind on 
marriage? He smiles: "Someday 

. . when I find nice дїї...” 
That “nice girl,” he hopes, will be 
a dazzling blonde. But he’s not 
absolutely sure, “When you love 
somebody . . ." he starts to say. 

Then, suddenly, he looks at his 
wristwatch, excuses himself and 
hurries away. 

Probably has a heavy date with 
some blonde, you think. But a 
little while later, you run into an- 
other wrestler and you tell him 
about Luis running off like that 
and he says: "Even with these 
dark sunglasses, I could see that 
was no blonde he met. She was a 
slinky package with glossy black 
hair and...” 

Well, you could understand 
what had happened. It was the 
circus all over again with Luis. 
The thing he wanted most had 
eluded him again. But a "slinky 
package with glossy black hair..." 
Is that bad? a 


membered a radio program which 
had featured interviews with big- 
name wrestlers. Now who was 
the sports announcer on that pro- 
gram? He might know... 

Mrs. McCann pressed her fin- 
gers to her temples. What was 
that man's name, anyway? Harry 
something or other. Banks . . . 
Harry Banks... No, that wasn't 
it. It was Blair...Blair Eubanks. 
That was it! 

But when she got Eubanks on 
the phone, he couldn't help her, 
though he agreed to visit Vernon 
and give him a pep talk about 
how Gene had overcome a crip- 
pling injury in his youth by 
working hard to develop a perfect 
body. Gene would be coming back 
to Norfolk that Thursday, he 
said. Meanwhile, he urged Ver- 
non, “Try your best to get well.” 

Vernon grinned weakly and 
nodded. Soon after, though, he 
took a turn for the worse, His 
midsection began to swell and he 
was white with pain, Mrs. Mc- 
Cann was frightened. Vernon 
couldn't wait till Thursday to see 
Gene. That was four days away. 
She had to get Gene now. 


Delighted youngsters clamor for Luls’ 
autograph after a match. It's moments 
like this that make him forget his 
dream of becoming a circus aerlalist, 


Again she called Eubanks, told 
him the grim news, Blair prompt- 
ly got in touch with promoter Bill 
Lewis, who hurriedly dug out 
some clippings pinpointing Stan- 
lee's tour and called Boston . . . 

"That's one hospital visit I'll 
never forget," Stanlee said, mun- 
ching a juicy plum. “The poor 
kid's face lit up like a Christmas 
tree when he saw me, complete 
with gold championship belt, He 
didn’t say much, and neither did 
I—but we didn’t have to...” 

“What happened to the boy?” 

“Oh, he recovered. Matter of 
fact, sometime later I got a very 
nice letter from Mrs. McCann af- 
ter she saw me wrestle Antonino 
Rocca in Norfolk, She said Ver- 
non was going back to school and 
she called me an angel for what 
Га done.” 

Gene finished the plum and bit 
into a pear. “Funny thing about 
life,” he said. “Most people are 
bored with it. But me, I find this 
business of living very interest- 
Ing, exciting, beautiful and ad- 
venturous ...” 

T said a mouthful—pear and 
all. m 
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A BIG HELLO TO ALL OF 
YOU! Your response to our first 
Fan Club Circle was just marvel- 
ous and we deeply appreciate all 
your wonderful letters and cards. 
Please keep 'em coming! It will 
be impossible to answer each and 
every letter, but we'll do the best 
we can, And even if you don't 
get a personal answer, you'll see 
your material in the column each 
month, as we receive it. 

We promised to give you some 
pointers on how to start a Fan 
Club. Well, here they are: The 
first step, of course, is to choose 
à wrestler. Be prepared to put in 
hours of hard work, with no com- 
pensation other than the pleasure 
of seeing your club grow and the 
knowledge that you are helping 
to further a man's career. The 
second step is to contact the 
wrestler, either personally or by 
mail. Ask him if he already has 
a Fan Club. If he does, ask for 
the name and address of the 
Club President. Next, write to 
the President and let him know 
that you'd like to work with his 
organization, or that you'd like 
to start a club chapter of your 
own, It is important that you 
work with the club President, 
for, having been given charter 
authorization by the wrestler, 
only the President or his desig- 
nated representative can say who 
may establish the chapters. An 
International Fan Club that 
works in close harmony with its 
chapters is bound to be success- 
ful. 

If the wrestler you select does 
not have a Fan Club, ask him for 
written permission to start one. 
Once you have his authorization, 
your work begins. You'll need a 
biography of your honorary to be 
given to each of your members. 
Many clubs have small member- 
ship cards made, along with 
wallet-sized photos of their honor- 
aries. In some cases, 8”х10” 
photos are furnished. The usual 
yearly dues are $1, This varies, 
however, depending on how much 
material you give the members. 
After you've established your 
club and you feel you can swing 
it, а club bulletin should һе pub- 
lished. The size and frequency of 
publication are contingent on 


availability of material and mem- 
bers who can write the news, As 
we've mentioned before, it takes 
a lot of hard work and enthusi- 
asm on the part of the President 
and the club's officers, but the 
results, in terms of self satisfac- 
tion and achievement, are well 
worth the effort, 

I talked with several wrestlers 
at last year's Fan Club Conven- 
tion, and was shocked to learn 
that many of them have no idea 
of what a Fan Club really is, or 
why we fans join them, Many 
wrestlers figure a Fan Club is 
nothing more than a big bother 
and want no part of it, Now this 
is an area in which we can really 
sink our teeth. It's up to us to 
explain the importance of our 
clubs, just how they work, what 
they consist of, and what their 
aims are. There's no doubt that 
even the skeptical wrestlers, once 
indoctrinated, will readily see the 
value of our clubs and be only too 
glad to work with us, We'll go 
into this matter in more detail in 
the next issue. 

Received a very interesting let- 
ter from Tom Reed, 27 Ottawa 
Road, Wainoni, Christ Church, 
New Zealand. Tom says he has 
written to six different Fan 
Clubs and, as yet, has not re- 
ceived one reply. It seems that 
American currency is hard to 


come by in his part of the world, 
and Tom will have to find an- 
other way to pay his dues, We're 
sure many of you would like to 
trade programs, etc., with Tom, 
so how about dropping him a 
line? There are many interesting 
matches in New Zealand and sev- 
eral of our wrestlers have toured 
that country. Tom further in- 
forms us that he writes to KING 
JACK regularly and would like to 
join King's Fan Club. Perhaps 
the KING JACK Fan Club Pres- 
ident, Phyllis Zuver, P.O, Box 
148, West Unity, Ohio, will write 
Tom. Phyllis also has a new club 
for NICOLI VOLKOFF. 

We just got the International 
COWBOY BOB ELLIS and ED- 
DIE GRAHAM Fan Club bulletin, 
President Michael Hargraves, 
7813 Tory Place East, Jackson- 
ville, Fla., 82208, invites fans to 
join. Dues are $1. Vice-president 
and editor of the club bulletin is 
Norman Kietzer, Р.О. Box 694, 
Mankato, Minnesota 56002, 

Rosetta Foster, Harmon Road, 
Route No. 1, Powell, Tenn., 37849, 
is President of the DANNY 
HODGE International Fan Club. 


Rosetta and Danny would like 
very much for you to contact 
them. 

We received letters from the 
President and Vice-President of 
the RAY STEVENS Fan Club, 
Joe Pottgieser, Jr. 228 East 
Julian St. San Jose, Calif., and 
Cathi Mulholland, 1866 44th Ave., 
San Francisco, Calif., 94122, re- 
spectively. Cathi tells us the dues 
are $1 for the first year, and 50c 
for each subsequent year. Mem- 
bers receive a membership card, 
an 8x10 photo of Ray, miscel- 
laneous snapshots, results of all 
local matches, and the club bul- 
letin. This bulletin is really ter- 
rific and we’re sure Stevens fans 
everywhere will be happy to take 
part in his club activities. 

Many thanks to Jane Rhodes 


9783 Church Ave, Brooklyn 
N. Y., 11226, for the MAR- 
GARET GARCIA Fan Club 


а 


honorary membership. This is a 
very active club, thanks to Jane’s 
hard work. 

International President of the 
SCUFFLIN’ HILLBILLIES Fan 
Club, Della Cooper, 5821 Gulf- 
port Drive, El Paso, Texas. 


proudly announces she is now a 
grandmother, But that will not 
keep her from devoting as much 
time as ever to her thriving club. 

Michael Cain, 44 Shotgun 
Lane, Levittown, L.L, New York 
is President of the JERRY 
GRAHAM Fan Club. Dues are 
50е, payable every June and De- 
cember, The club issues photos, 
bulletins, Jerry's biography, and 
autographs to all members, 
Michael, who feels the fans 
should know the real JERRY 
GRAHAM, says: “Though he is 
a roughneck in action, Jerry’ is 
really one of the kindest persons 
I've ever met." 

Ruth Lunel, 89 Hart Ave, 
Scarsborough, Ontario, Canada, 
is International President of the 
STEVE STANLEE Fan Club. 
Ruth has headed this organiza- 
tion for a number of years, and 
it is a huge success. But she's 
always on the lookout for new 
members. 

Fans interested in honoring 
TONY BORNE may do so by con- 
tacting Dan Witt, 2227 N.E. Han- 
cock St, Portland 12, Oregon. 
Dan is President of Tony's Inter- 
national Fan Club, 

Popular LARRY HENNIG has 
a real go-getter in Jack Van Cor, 
615 Lake Blvd., Winona, Min- 
nesota 55987, who ably presides 
ovef his club. Larry has fans all 


over the country and it's a safe 
bet they'll be glad to hear of this 
fine new club. 

And there are scads of other 
topnotch clubs, too; The JIM 
HADY Fan Club—President: 
Leita Diehl, 1312 No. Church St., 
Kalamazoo, Mich, the PAT 
PATTERSON Fan Club—Presi- 
dent: Marilea Nedzial, Berlin, 
Mass., 01508; The PEPPER 
GOMEZ Fan Club—President: 
Olga Chavez, 979 Hillside Blvd., 
Daly City, Calif.; the JERRY 
and BOBBY COLT Fan Club— 
President: Joseph Cusano, 6 Peck 
St, New Haven, Conn.; the 
MIKE CLANCY Fan Club— 
President: Wally Chaplin, 802 
West Ildereen, Springfield 3, Mo. ; 
the COWBOY RON REED Fan 
Club—President: Frank Kramer- 
man, 81 Edgewood Ave., Spring- 
field, М. J., 07081. 

Plans for the 1965 Fan Club 
Convention are rolling along, and 
the Convention Committee will be 
issuing a bulletin any time now. 
Among other things the bulletin 
will announce will be the site and 
date of your convention. 

Don’t forget to send in the 
wrestling results from your area 
to: RESULTS EDITOR, Wrest- 


ling Illustrated, Box 58, Rock- 
ville Centre, LI, New York 
11571. They'll һе published 


monthly under your byline. But 
please! . . . Be sure to print 
legibly. 

Once again, I'd like to remind 
you that this is your column, It is 
your chance to publicize your 
own club. The success of this 
feature is wholly dependent on 
you, So please keep those letters 
and club news coming in. When 
your bulletins come out, be sure 
to mail us a copy. The address: 
FAN CLUB EDITOR, Wrestling 
Illustrated, Box 58. Rockville 
Centre L.I, New York 11571. 
If you have an extra photo of 
your honorary, send it along too 
and we'l try to use it, space 
permitting. As you. know by 
this time, WRESTLING ПІ. 
LUSTRATED is a monthly pub- 
lieation and it follows that the 
club news will be the most cur- 
rent to be found anywhere, 

That's all for now, friends, See 
you next month! = 


INTERNATIONAL 


MADISON SQUARE GARDEN ... A near- 
capacity crowd of 16,816 paid $47,987.27 to see 
Bruno Sammartino win by disqualification over 
Gene Kiniski. The time was 17:21. In other bouts, 
the reunited team of Jerry and Eddie Graham beat 
Bill Watts and Don McClarity. Haystacks Calhoun 


- and Miguel Perez downed Gorilla Monsoon and 


Bobby Davis. Luke Graham bowed to Jim Hady. 
Fred Blassie walloped Pedro Morales, The Golden 
Terror was rammed by Sam Steamboat. Waldo Von 
Erich drew with Bobo Brazil. 


TORONTO... Lou Thesz turned back Professor 
Hiro. The Scufflin’ Hillbillies drew with John and 
Chris Tolos. Ed Carpentier stretched Bob Leipler. 
The Sheik was too cute for Paul DeMarco. Waldo 
Von Erich checked Chief Suni War Cloud. Alex- 
ander the Great and Andy Robin drew. A crowd of 
5,200 turned out for the lively Maple Leaf Gardens 
show. 


SAN FRANCISCO ... Ray Stevens won bloody 
match over Kenji Shibuya. Pepper Gomez and Jose 
Lothario mastered Don Manoukian and The De- 
stroyer. Louis Tillet was beaten by Billy White 
Wolf. Bearcat Wright mauled Charlie Kaloni. The 
Alaskan was flattened by Mark Lewin. Mitsu 
Arakawa over Paul Jones. Roy 'МеСјагњу man- 
handled The Spoiler. 


TULSA, OKLA. ... Dan Hodge drew with Hiro 
Matsuda. Torbellino Blanco outgunned Tom Brad- 
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ley. Ken Lucas over Buddy Allen. Mike Gallagher 
was upset by Red McKim, Al Velasco and Jack 
Donovan drew, as did Nelson Royal and Buddy 
Allen. Johh Gudiski rapped Jerry Kozak. Mixed 
match: Doll Paige and Buddy Allen whipped Baby 
Cheryl and Nelson Royal. 


CHICAGO ... The Bruiser battered Johnny Valen- 
tine. Moose Cholak trampled Cowboy Red Kelly. 
Jack Wilson gave in to Bobby Managoff. George 
Ringo, the Wrestling Beatle, gunned down Jungle 
Tiger. Bob Stanlee beat Lupe Gonzalez, Angelo 
Poffo and Nicoli Volkoff drew with Pat O’Connor 
and Wilbur Snyder. Sweet Daddy Siki outsmarted 
Johnny King. Hans Schmidt bowed to Wilbur 
Snyder. The Masked Demon petrified Guy Mitchell. 
Moose Cholak and Bobby Managoff drew. The 
Bruiser mauled Pat O’Connor. Kurt and Karl Von 
Brauner outlasted Ray Gordon and Kit Fox. 


ЕТ. WORTH, TEX. .. . Dick Steinborn won by · 


disq. over Lou Thesz. The Wrecker and Killer Karl 
Kox upset Al and Ramon Torres. Tony Borne 
dumped Luis Hernandez. Oki Kintaro over Felix 
Godo. Girls: Fabulous Moolah slammed Bette 
Boucher, 


ELIZABETH, М. J.... Bruno Sammartino stopped 
Fred Blassie. Haystacks Calhoun and Miguel Perez 
were trounced by Jerry and Like Graham. Bobo 
Brazil upended Smasher Sloan. Gene Kiniski 
roughed up Pedro Morales. Gorilla Monsoon and 
Waldo Von Erich drew with Bill Watts and Don 
McClarity. 


OAKLAND, CALIF. ... Ray Stern defeated Gene 
Anderson. Arnold Steele lost to Mitsu Arakawa. 
Billy White Wolf chased George Drake, The Spoiler 
turned back Ken Hollis. Red Bastien drew with 
Fritz Von Goering. 


EDMONTON, CANADA ... The Kangaroos (Al 
Costello and Roy Heffernan) drew with Don Leo 
Jonathan and Roy McClarity. Igor Kalmikoff side- 
tracked Eric Froelich. Tiger Tomasso drew with 
Sandor Kovacs, Karl Gotch downed Bob “The 
Viking” Morse. 


SPRINGFIELD, МО. ... Hiro Matsuda and Dan 
Hodge battled to a draw, as did Red McKim and 
Al Velasco. Ken Lucas overpowered Jerry Kozak. 
JOPLIN—Tom Bradley and Alex Medina lost to 
Nelson Royal and Lon Stuart. Buddy Allen re- 
pelled Mike Gallagher, Hiro Matsuda dumped Jack 
Donovan. ST. JOSEPH—Don Jardine stopped Chris 
Averoff. The Lawman cornered Tiny Mills, The 
Mongolian Stomper edged Moose Evans. El Zoro 
bowed to Sonny Myers, Mike DiBiase polished off 
Larry Hamilton. 
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WASHINGTON, D. C, ... Bruno Sammartino and 
Haystacks Calhoun drew with Fred Blassie and 
Gorilla Monsoon. Gene Kiniski over Mike Barone. 
Jerry, Eddie and Luke Graham won 6-man tag 
match over Vic Rivera, Pedro Morales and Pedro 
Rodriguez. Sam Steamboat rammed Steve Stanlee. 
Steve teamed with Boris Malenko but had no better 
luck, losing to Bill Watts and Don McClarity. 
Malenko bowed to Arnold Skaoland, who rebounded 
from a loss to Smasher Sloan. Jim Hady toppled 
Umberto Mercado, then bested Frank Martinez. 


HAMILTON, CANADA ... Lou Thesz disposed 
of Dick “Bulldog” Brower. Previously, Dick had 
teamed with The Beast and Sweet Daddy Siki to 
overcome Ilio DiPaolo, Jim Hady and Paul De- 
Marco. Siki and Alexander the Great beat Rip 
Collins and Chuck Donnelly. The Beast won by 
disq. over Whipper Billy Watson. Watson and Jim 
Hady lost to Fred Atkins and Professor Hiro. Andy 
Robin drew with Joe Christy. The Sheik whipped 
Terry Yorkston. Ray Villmer drew with Doc Gal- 
lagher, TORONTO—Johnny Valentine and Whip- 
per Billy Watson topped Professor Hiro and Fred 
Atkins. The Beast and Bob Leipler lost to The 
Scufflin’ Hilbillies. Paul DeMarco edged Lee Hen- 
ning. Ray Villmer drew with Joe Christy. Midgets: 
Little Beaver too busy for Pee Wee James. 


OKLAHOMA CITY ... Ken Lucas flipped Jerry 
Kozak, Jack Donovan beat Ken Hill. Mike Gallagher 
was downed by Buddy Allen. John Gudiski racked 
up Chuck Bowman. Jack Humberto and Red McKim 
drew. Mixed match: Kit Fox and Doll Paige were 
overcome by John Gudiski and Baby Cheryl. 


PHILADELPHIA ... Bruno Sammartino crushed 
Johnny Powers. Arnold Skaoland tossed Klondike 
Bill. The Golden Terror pinned Carlos Milano. 
Waldo Von Erich cut down Pedro Morales, Miguel 
Perez won by disq. over Smasher Sloan. COM- 
MACK, N. Y.—Bruno Sammartino drew with 
Gorilla Monsoon. Luke and Jerry Graham gave in 
to Bill Watts and Don McClarity. Haystacks Cal- 
houn squashed Klondike Bill, Jim Hady tripped 
Arnold Skaoland. Gene Kiniski bowled over Pedro 
Morales. PROVIDENCE, R. I.—Gorilla Monsoon 
beat Bruno Sammartino. Bobo Brazil conquered 
Steve Stanlee. Don McClarity and Arnold Skaoland 
won by disq. over Jerry and Luke Graham. 


COLUMBUS, OHIO... Lou Thesz outlasted 
Karl Gotch. Match between Bill Miller and Johnny 
Valentine was ruled “no contest.” Leon Graham 
and George Strickland beat Bobby Clark and Don 
Jewell. Tex McKenzie and Tony Parisi drew. Rick 
Bill O’Neill won over John Calloway 
Boy Floyd. Girls: Ethel Johnson and 
wned Mary Hillis and Elaine Ellis. 


Jansen and 
and Pretty 
Babs Wingo do 


MAT RESULTS 


WEST HEMPSTEAD, М. Y.... Haystacks Cal- 
houn won by disq. over Gorilla Monsoon. Eddie 
Graham disposed of Miguel Perez, The Golden 
Terror and Bill Watts drew, as did Sam Steam- 
boat and Magnificent Maurice. Arnold Skaoland 
the winner over Steve Stanlee. Pedro Morales 
dumped Boris Malenko. 


DETROIT ... Fritz Von Erich and Lord Layton 
whipped Johnny Valentine and "Bulldog" Brower. 
Hans Schmidt was upset by Chris Belkas, Sweet 
Daddy Siki and Tony Parisi drew with the Tolos 
brothers. The Sheik checked Alexander the Great. 
Шо DiPaolo and Billy “Red” Lyons drew. John 
Foti lost to Andy Robins. 


WASHINGTON, D. С... . Gene Kiniski drew 
with Kenny Ackles, then beat Bill Watts. Ackles 
and Pedro Morales were licked by Eddie and Jerry 
Graham. Haystacks Calhoun and Miguel Perez 
bounced Steve Stanlee and Klondike Bill The 
Golden Terror drew with Don McClarity. Girls: 
Fabulous Moolah plastered Penny Brooks. 


JOPLIN, MO. .. . Angelo Savoldi pinned Hiro 
Matsuda. Danny Hodge cut down Long Stuart. 
Alex Medina was upset by Tim Woods. Dandy 
Jack Donovan beat Al Velasco. 


y 


сананын ыы Aaa xu ducc атаны a 


COME ALIVE WITH THE MACIC OF ISOMETRICS 
It's Fast! It's Easy! The Results Will Amaze You! 


Order this Ingenious Set of Equipment 
and You'll Never Stop Thanking Us 


* Isometric exercising is nothing new. It was used by the 
ancient Greeks and Romans to develop their bodies to 
magnificent proportions and to increase strength and 
endurance. The practice of Isometrics is based on the 
"overload" principle: the maximum amount of pressure 
exerted by one muscle against another. If used prop- 
erly, the Isometric method will make you feel increased : 
power іп the exercised areas almost immdiately. And 
soon after you swing into your regular program of 
Isometric exercising you'll feel better than you've ever 
felt before. Isometrics may be practiced by all mem- 
bers of the family with spectacular results, although 
women and children should begin with less strenuous 
programs than male adults. 


The equipment in this compact, beautifully designed 
set is made of the finest materials and, with proper 
care, should last a lifetime. Another advantage is that 
when not in use it can be easily stored in the corner 
of a closet. It's the best $8 investment you can make. 


EEE REE RRR REP e eee 
Fill out coupon and mail, with $8, to: 
PHYSICAL FITNESS CENTER 
Box 58 
Rockville Centre, L. 1., New York 11571 


Please rush me the new Isometric Set, | enclose $8 as 
payment in full. 


Name 
(Please Print) 
Address 
City State Zip Code 


Step Into the Wonderful World of Isometrics 
by Ordering Now! You'll Thank Us if You Do. 


(Offer good in U. 5. and Canada only. For shipment to all 
other countries full priceis $10.) Мо C.O.D. orders accepted. 


.. OFFICIAL 
^ WRESTLING 
RATINGS 


These ratings are compiled with the full authority and approval 
of The National Wrestling Alliance, professional wrestling’s 
top governing body, and are universally accepted as “Official.” 


TAG TEAM 
1—Pepper Gomez & Jose Lothario | | 
2—The Kangaroos | 
3—George & Sandy Scott 
4—Al & Ramon Torres 
5—Jerry & Bob Christy 
6—Jackie & Don Fargo 
7—Kurt & Karl Von Brauner 
| 9—The Medics 
10—Eddie & Jerry Graham 


BODY BUILDING is a pleasure with the 
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This set is the finest, most’ compact assem- 


blage of equipment yet devised to add power 


and attractiveness to every part of your 
body, And remember, it is engineered to meet 
the requirements not only for men, but for 
women and youngsters as well. What better 
endorsement can any equipment of this kind 
have than the acclaim of more than a million 
satisfied people who have watched their 
bodies fill out quickly and easily and who say, 
“After using your COMPLETE HOME GYM 
for just a short time, I felt better than ever 
before. And it was fun.” 

But see for yourself. After all, the other 
fellow may have a magnificent body, but 
what good does that do you? Do yourself a 
big favor by ordering your COMPLETE 
HOME GYM right now! And by the way, if 
you happen to be looking for that special gift 
for a friend, let us ship him a gym for you. 
We'll be happy to enclose a personal gift card 
roin you at no extra charge. 

This is the same COMPLETE HOME GYM 
which is sold by other companies at prices 
up to $17. So you begin with a saving when 

7% you order from us. 
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1 ў L FITNESS CENTER 
Fill out coupon _ PHYSICA 
and mail to: А Rockville Centre, L.l., New York 11571 
Please rush me your COMPLETE HOME GYM. | enclose $14 
as full payment. 
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Name 


и 8 E 


Address 


City E = State — Zip Code 
Offer good іп U. 5- and Canada, Add $3 for shipment to all other 
countries. No С.О 5; orders accepted 
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THIS MARVELOUS GYM 
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1—BARBELL ATTACHMENT 
An adjustable device which de- 
velops the back, arms and legs 
It eliminates the need for heavy 
and expensive weights 


2—FOOT STIRRUPS 
Used in conjunction with the pro: 
vided springs, they do wonders in 
adding solid muscle to the arms 


3—WALL PULLEY ATTACHMENT 
For a wide variety of exercises 
which develop those hard-to-get 
to muscles like the triceps, del 
toids and pectorals, 


4—HAND GRIPS 
Use them for a week and thrill to 
a new power in your fingers and 
lower arms which you didn’t be 
lieve possible. 


CHEST CABLES, WITH HANDLES 
Used in conjunction with the wall 
pulley, this solidly built exerciser 
develops muscles and tendons 
housed in the arms and upper 
body. 


6—ROWING MACHINE ATTACHMENT 
Your back, legs and arms will p 
tingle with added strength as you | « 


use this device. We honestly be- 1 \ 

lieve that this attachment in itself DS 

4 1 5 ن‎ 
is worth the price of the entire | 


HOME GYM. 


